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	1. Chapter 1

**Lewis POV**

Lewis McCartney sat in the fifth row of Flight 341 to Key West, Florida. He had been lucky enough to get the window seat in the row—in fact, everything about his situation seemed to be nothing but lucky. Although he applied, he didn't actually expect to get into the American Marine Biology Institute. And yet, here he was: on a plane there now.

He glanced at the newlywed couple sitting next to him and then looked back to the Earth below him. The plane was currently above water. He sighed. Well, not everything about his situation was lucky.

It seemed that no matter where he looked he was reminded of Cleo, the girl he had been forced to leave behind. She was more than a girl really, not only was she his girlfriend but she was the most amazing person he knew. He wished that she could be sitting here with him—them both on their way to the American Marine Biology Institute—but he knew that even if she had applied and been accepted she wouldn't have come. It would be too much of a risk for her. Being at a Marine Biology Institute practically guaranteed that Lewis would be getting wet at some point, and Cleo couldn't get wet. If Cleo were exposed as a mermaid at this Marine Biology Institute, it would be like one of Lewis's nightmares come true. He would never forgive himself for placing her in such a position.

So, it was really a good thing that Cleo wasn't here, even if he missed her…a lot.

He looked out the window again. From the plane's altitude Lewis couldn't see the waves crashing on the beach, but he didn't need to. He could already see it in his head. The familiar scene made him smile, and for a minute he was able to pretend that he was still in Australia and Cleo had only just ducked beneath the water. He couldn't fool himself for very long though. He knew that the water he was looking at wasn't the Pacific Ocean, nor was the land the coast of Australia.

He wondered what Cleo was doing right now. He liked to think that she was with Rikki and Bella, having fun swimming around Mako Island. He checked his watch—she would still be asleep, not swimming.

He shouldn't be worrying about Cleo, he should be looking forward to all the studies he'll do and all the equipment he'll get to play with when he got to the institute. Although he hated to leave Cleo and the girls when they still hadn't figured out what was going on with Mako and the tentacle, he had to trust that Cleo would take over his research. Besides, no matter how much research he conducted on mermaids and Mako Island, he could never get any credit for it, nor would he ever try to. But that meant that he had to find some way to do research that could be credited, and that was one of the main reasons why he applied to the institute in the first place.

He reached into the back-seat pocket in front of him and pulled out the brochure AMBI sent him in the mail. On the front it showed a picture of the waters surrounding Key West, which were very impressive. Then on the inside there were pictures of schools of fish, turtles, dolphins and sharks—all very alluring—but Lewis had already looked through the brochure about fifty times during the 18 hour plane ride. He had practically memorized all the information inside as well.

Lewis felt a pair of eyes on him as he leaned forward and replaced the brochure. He knew exactly whose eyes they were too. He turned around and for a brief second his eyes met a pair of hazel ones. The light amber eyes belonged to a small girl with cropped black hair who he thought was probably about his age. Every time he saw her he got this strange feeling, like he had seen her somewhere before. But he had no clue who she was.

He had first caught her staring at him back in the airport in Sydney. When he first got on the plane taking him from Sydney to Los Angeles, he thought it was simply a coincidence that she was on the same flight, but when she sat down in the seat diagonally behind him on this flight to Florida, he decided that the chance it was a coincidence decreased. Sure, there was still the possibility, but then why did she keep staring at him?

He turned back around and shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Was it possible that she was one of the other five accepted into AMBI? He had assumed he was the only student in Australia who got in, but, now thinking about it, he realized that his assumption was probably wrong, not to mention a bit egotistical.

As the pilot announced that they would be landing soon, the flight attendant walked down the aisle carrying a large trash bag. When she reached his aisle, he reached across the couple, apologizing, and tossed his empty cup in the bag. The flight attendant took another step, letting the people behind him throw away their trash. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the short-haired girl toss a cup and napkin in the bag.

"Thank you," she said to the stewardess.

Lewis frowned. He wondered if he had heard her correctly. The girl's accent definitely wasn't Australian. It was American. Did that mean she wasn't another student selected to study at AMBI? It was still possible that she was, only she must have been chosen from the applicants from the United States. But then why had she been in Australia? Unless she wasn't even going to AMBI, which once again begged the question: why was she staring at him?

Was it possible that she thought him to be attractive? He had only dealt with more than one girl liking him once before. And, thinking back to everything that happened during that time, he had royally screwed things up before making it all right again. Since then, the only girl who has had eyes for him was Cleo, and that was the way he liked it. Just because he and Cleo would be almost ten thousand miles apart for six months didn't mean they weren't still together. He had every intention of returning and picking things back up where they left off before they head to college.

Over the loud speaker, the pilot announced that all passengers should "be seated with their seatbelts fastened" as the plane had begun its descent into the Florida Keys. Lewis checked his seatbelt and gripped the armrests next to him. He definitely preferred boats to planes—and after 18+ hours of being on a plane, he was very eager to have his feet touch ground again.

The wheels of the plane met asphalt and he was thrust forward as it came to a stop. It pulled up to the gate as the flight attendant welcomed the passengers to Key West.

Grabbing his backpack from the overhead storage, Lewis disembarked the 747. He followed the signs to the baggage claim to get his suitcase. The institute had said they would send a car for him, he just hoped he would be able to find it. Maybe the driver would be waiting by the baggage claim for him. Sure enough, as he stepped off the escalator his eyes caught sight of an old man in a sailor's hat holding a white poster that said his name on it. He gave the man a small nod before walking over to the carousel and pulling his suitcase off the belt.

Tugging his suitcase behind him, Lewis walked up to the old man. "Hi," he said, "I'm Lewis."

The old man held out his hand. "Nice to meet ya. I'm Jack."

Lewis took it and shook his hand. The man didn't move after that though. "Umm, Jack? Shouldn't we get going?" he asked.

Jack frowned at first but then raised his eyebrows. "Oh, no, not yet. We're still waiting on some—oh! There she is!"

Lewis turned around to see who Jack was talking about, only to find himself face to face with the short-haired girl from both flights.

She smiled wide at him as she came to stand with them. "Hi, Lewis!" she said enthusiastically, "I'm Leah."


	2. Chapter 2

**Lewis POV**

Leah. So that was her name. But a name didn't explain why she had watched him for hours. Nor did it explain how she knew his name or that he was going to the American Marine Biology Institute. Her knowing those things, along with him not knowing a thing about her, made him wonder if she was a stalker.

They followed white-haired Jack out of the terminal to the car parked outside. They threw their bags in the trunk. Lewis noticed that Leah didn't have a large suitcase like he did—she only had a small duffel bag. Was that for her time in Australia, since he could tell from her accent that she wasn't from Australia? If so, then she hadn't stayed very long. But there was also the possibility that the bag was for her stay at AMBI, and if that were the case then it didn't look like she planned on staying there. Or she could simply be a light packer, but he doubted that—Cleo always over packed—and he was pretty sure that all girls were the same when it came to that.

"So, Leah," he said awkwardly, "Are you one of the six?"

She wrinkled her eyebrows and frowned. "One of the six?"

"You know. One of the six applicants who were accepted to study at the American Marine Biology Institute."

"Oh!" Understanding dawned on her petite face. "Umm, no. I've actually been studying at the institute for over two years now."

"How old are you?"

"Seventeen."

She was a year younger than him, and she had already been at the institute for more than two years—she must be some kind of genius.

Lewis caught the look Leah and Jack tried to secretly exchange, but he didn't understand what it meant. The two clearly knew each other. Well, Jack had recognized Leah in the airport. Did that mean Leah was coming _back_ to AMBI? If so, again that begged the question—what had she been doing in Australia? He supposed he could just ask her.

"What were you doing in Australia?"

"Research," Leah said and smiled at him.

It made sense—she went to AMBI—and her answer sounded sincere. But, for some reason, Lewis had the faintest feeling she was stretching the truth.

He didn't say another word for the rest of the ride. He just stared out the window, taking in the scenery. Again, his thoughts wandered to Cleo. He really missed her. He pushed her to the back of his mind—she wouldn't want him to worry about her all the time—she would want him to look forward to all the research he would get to do.

He hoped they would let him collect his own data samples and not leave him in a lab all day. Not that the lab wouldn't be totally awesome with all the interesting equipment, but, ever since Cleo, Rikki and Emma became mermaids he really enjoyed "going out in the field" as researchers would call it.

Jack drove off the highway and turned down a hidden dirt road. For a minute, Lewis wondered if he had gotten in the wrong car. Where was Jack taking them? But then, after a couple minutes, the car pulled out into a clearing by the water. There was a long wooden dock that led out to the ocean with a sailboat hitched to it. There was a sign at the start of the dock. It read "Private Property. No Trespassing." Jack parked the car next to the dock. Leah hopped out of the car, suddenly full of energy. Lewis followed her to the trunk where he retrieved his suitcase and walked with her to the dock where Jack was waiting for them.

Curiosity getting the best of him, Lewis asked, "Where are we going?"

"To the institute, silly," Leah said.

"I didn't know the American Marine Biology Institute was on an island."

"Yup," Leah said, "we have our own private island. It makes things a lot easier."

Jack turned around and shot Leah a warning look but Leah didn't seem to notice, either that or she didn't care.

"But the address on the brochure is for a place on the mainland."

"Oh, that's just our cover."

"Cover?" It was his turn to frown.

Leah nodded but didn't say anything else.

What would the American Marine Biology Institute need a cover address for? What was Leah and Jack hiding? What was AMBI hiding?

**Juliette POV**

"Go fish."

Juliette sighed and picked up another card from the diminishing deck in front of her. At this point she probably had more cards in her hand than there were sitting on the table. She looked at the card she just picked from the top of pile. Another five. She placed it with the other one. Out of all the cards she had, she was only close to getting four of a kind with one number, and it wasn't five.

"Got any twos?" Ella, the girl sitting cross-legged in front of her and her absolute best friend, asked.

Juliette groaned and slid her two twos across the table to her friend.

"Thank you." Ella took the cards and placed two more down with them—creating yet another match. That gave her five while Juliette only had one.

"I give up," she said and threw her cards down on the table.

Ella laughed at her. "You're just a sore loser."

"No," Juliette countered, "You've already won four games in a row!"

Ella tugged a piece of her long, dark brown hair behind her ears and began pulling all the cards towards her. "Well, what do you want to do instead?"

"I _want_ to go for a swim," Juliette grumbled.

"We could go down to the pool," Ella said.

"That's not what I meant."

"Jules, you know Evette doesn't want us doing that right now."

"I know, I know." Juliette sighed again. She longed to go for a long swim in the crystal clear waters that surrounded the island, but it was forbidden for the time being. After it took Marguerite almost 12 hours to return to normal, all the girls were temporarily banned from swimming in the ocean. "Do you think they're back yet?"

"Who?" Ella asked.

"Leah and Lewis, of course." They hadn't seen Leah in almost two weeks, and Juliette definitely missed having the older girl's bubbly personality around the island.

"They must not be. Marguerite said she would come get us when they were close."

"What do you think he's like?" Juliette got up and went over to the window.

"I don't know," Ella said, "it's not like I've ever met the guy."

"I wonder if he's cute." Juliette mused.

Ella raised her eyebrows. "He has a girlfriend you know."

She did know that. She also knew that Lewis was a huge science geek, played the drums and was a senior in high school—all things Leah had reported to them during her daily check-ins.

"And you have a boyfriend." Ella reminded her.

Juliette rolled her eyes at her friend. "I know that," she said, "But that doesn't mean I can't appreciate a good looking guy when I see one." Ella snorted but Juliette ignored her. Juliette moved away from the window and sat down on her bed.

Actually, she and Ella were lucky compared to the other girls on the island. Both of their boyfriends were staying in the area even though the summer was long over. Juliette's boyfriend, Riley, lived in Key West with his family who owned a water park, while Ella's boyfriend, Mason, who had worked for a corrupt marine biologist over the summer was now working on the island at "the institute".

It was about six months ago when Juliette and the other girls began to notice something was wrong. At first, Juliette thought nothing of it, but then the problems escaladed, spiraling out of control, and now the girls were prohibited from swimming in the ocean. Mason had been working alongside the girls' teachers and Evette, Juliette's grandmother and head of "the institute", for many weeks with no results. Evette and the teachers thought that Mason might have been able to see something that they couldn't, but Mason was still very new to the workings and happenings of the island.

That was when Leah had the idea of bringing in an outsider—but not just anyone—someone who was already familiar with their situation. At first, everyone was extremely uncomfortable with the idea. It wasn't often that they welcomed outsiders on their island. But once Juliette, Ella, Marguerite, and even Summer and Cecilia, agreed with Leah, the teachers were forced to concede. They sent out messages to schools around the world, asking for students to apply to the American Marine Biology Institute—the same cover they used when bringing in new girls each summer. It was the letterhead Juliette first saw last June. But, at this point, if things didn't get fixed, Juliette was worried there wouldn't be any new girls this summer.

After the messages were sent out, the applications came pouring in—over the years the graduates of "the institute" have given their cover quite a prestigious and well-respected name. All the girls did a bunch of research on the applicants, a different person investigating a potential lead each time they found one in the pile. It had been a lot of work. It was only fitting that the lead Leah checked turned out to be the right one. Once she discovered Lewis, Leah stayed in Australia for another week—secretly watching him and his friends to make sure he was the person they needed—and the person who could be trusted to keep their secret.

Suddenly, Juliette heard the pounding of footsteps from down the hall draw closer to her and Ella's door. A second later, Marguerite burst through the door, her long, blonde hair trailing behind her. Juliette didn't think she had ever seen Marguerite in such a rush before. The other junior was Leah's complete opposite—usually calm and always taking things slow—and yet, the two were practically inseparable, just as she and Ella were.

"They're almost here," Marguerite said, slightly out of breath. Then she turned back around and disappeared.

Juliette hopped off her bed as Ella sprang out of her chair. Ella was on her heels as Juliette rushed out the door after Marguerite. They followed her down the open hallway, the breeze ruffling Juliette's amber-colored hair. They ran down the cobblestoned path to the trees and bushes closest to the dock. The three girls ducked behind the thick bushes, peeking through them to spy on the people disembarking the familiar sailboat that had just pulled up to the dock. Jack climbed off the boat first, followed by Leah, and then by a boy with shaggy blonde hair.

Juliette smiled. "He _is _cute."

Again, Ella rolled her eyes.

Marguerite nodded in agreement but then said seriously, "I just hope he can help us."

Juliette and Ella shared a worried look before gazing back out to the dock where Lewis stood. Their future depended on him.


	3. Chapter 3

_**To everyone who read/liked this story: I am soooo sorry that I haven't updated it in months. It turns out that I am not very good at keeping up with multiple stories. I will try to be better about updating this one as well as my other from now on. Hope you enjoy this chapter! :)**_

**Lewis POV**

Lewis got off the boat after Leah, carrying his suitcase in his left hand. The island wasn't too big. In fact, it seemed to be about the same size as Mako Island. Lewis wondered what the name of this island was. Stretching along the coastline beneath the dock was a white sand beach that faded into a bunch of large boulders. Beyond the boulders, a few shack-looking buildings stuck out over the clear water. It was certainly one form of paradise. He wished Cleo could see it—it reminded him of the wall in her bedroom.

Standing where the dock met the shore was a woman with stark white hair. If it wasn't for the color of her hair, Lewis never would have guessed her to be older than the other women standing beside her. The woman to her left had shoulder length dark brown hair while the woman to her right had long blonde hair with bangs. The two women looked to be in their upper twenties, but Lewis couldn't guess the age of the older woman. Leah led him up to the older woman and introduced him.

"Lewis," she said, "this is Evette. The head of the institute."

Lewis held out his hand to the elderly woman. "Nice to meet you. I really appreciate that you've given me the opportunity to study here."

"Well, we're really glad you're here," Evette said, shaking his hand.

"You have no idea," Lewis heard Leah whisper under her breath. He wasn't sure whether he was meant to hear the comment or not, but he chose not to acknowledge it.

Gesturing to the women beside her, Evette said, "This is Suzanne and Brooke, two of our teachers here. You'll get to meet our other two teachers, Kylie and Tanya, later."

Lewis smiled and nodded to each of them. Was Jack the only other guy on the island? Lewis found that slightly odd. Was the American Marine Biology Institute a girls only school? It certainly looked that way. But then why was he here?

"Come," Evette said, "We'll give you a tour of the island." He followed Evette, Suzanne and Brooke off the dock and onto a cobblestone path. He also found the fact that they introduced themselves using their first names odd.

Leah walked behind him, falling back a bit. He hoped she didn't ditch him. Even though he didn't really know her, he was starting to enjoy her company, and definitely didn't want to be left alone with the head of the institute and two of its teachers.

Pointing to a larger building to his right, Evette said, "And that is the dining hall. It is open from 7am to 9pm every night, so I hope you aren't the midnight snack type." She smiled at him in the loving grandmother sort of way. He wondered if she was even old enough to have grandchildren. He still hadn't figured out how old she was, but there was no way he was going to ask.

"Over there is where we hold our indoor classes," Evette pointed to another building beyond the dining hall, "and then the student suites are down that path." Lewis's eyes found another cobblestoned path to his left between two palm trees.

Just then, a woman with long red hair, who looked to be about the same age as Suzanne and Brooke ran up to the group.

"Ah, Lewis. This is Kylie, another one of our teachers here," Evette said, gesturing to the young red-haired woman. Again, Lewis wondered the age of these woman, and, if they were in fact as young as he suspected, then how could they be experts in the field of marine biology?

Kylie nodded to Lewis but then immediately turned to Evette. "Tanya and Mason need your help in the lab," she said, "right away." Her eyes widened to emphasize the significance of the problem.

Lewis wondered what could be so urgent, but, at the same time, he didn't care. He did care that Kylie had said the word "lab". This island, whatever it was called, had a lab. And, because he was at the American Marine Biology Institute, Lewis suspected that this lab held the most advanced technology there was. That idea alone made him happy he had decided to come after all. And, on top of that, Kylie had mentioned someone named Mason, so, he and Jack weren't the only two men on the island. Perhaps Mason was even another one of the applicants accepted.

Turning to Lewis, Evette said, "I'm sorry Lewis, but it appears that I am needed. I trust that Leah and Marguerite here will give you a more than satisfactory tour of the rest of the island."

Marguerite? Who was Marguerite? Lewis turned to find that Leah was no longer standing alone. Beside her was a girl with long, straight, blonde hair and blue eyes. She was also much taller than Leah—Leah's head only came up to this girl's chin.

"This is my sister, Marguerite," Leah said, smiling. Lewis thought he had seen Leah happy before, but now the petite girl was practically bouncing with excitement.

"Sister?" Lewis asked, doubtfully. He couldn't help it. The two girls looked nothing alike.

"She means best friend," Marguerite clarified, the tone of her voice soft and even. Lewis suspected that the girls' looks wasn't the only way in which they differed. But he followed the two of them down the cobblestoned path towards what Evette had called the suites.

**Juliette POV**

"I can't believe she just did that," Ella whispered again from her place in the bush beside Juliette. She just stared ahead at the path where Marguerite now stood beside Leah and Lewis.

"I want to meet him," Juliette said, standing up, but Ella grabbed her hand, stopping her.

"You know you can't," Ella said, "not yet, at least. It's only supposed to be Leah for now."

"Umm, Ella? In case you haven't noticed, Marguerite is now up there with Leah and Lewis too. I don't see any request from Evette stopping her," she pointed out.

"Jules, it's different for Leah and Marguerite," Ella said, "You know they haven't seen each other for weeks now. I don't think I could listen to anything Evette said if I hadn't seen you in weeks. Could you?"

Juliette sat back down in a huff. Ella was right. If anyone should break Evette's rule it should be Marguerite. The bond between every pair in each grade was unbreakable once the two were initiated together. One time she had gone a whole day without seeing Ella and it had practically made Juliette sick to her stomach. She often wondered how Summer managed without her twin, Whitney, who had been kicked out of the institute a little over a month ago. Juliette certainly didn't miss Whitney. The girl had been the world's biggest witch with a capital B, but that didn't stop her from feeling sorry for Summer. She didn't know what she would do without her own twin, Ella.

The threesome began to walk away from her and Ella. "Come on," she said, "let's get closer. I want to hear what they're saying."

The two girls quietly crept through the brush until their ears were able to pick out Marguerite's voice. It seemed that she had taken over Lewis's tour. Juliette peeked out from behind a tree at Lewis. He was shorter than she expected. But height had nothing to do with their problem. Leah was convinced that Lewis was the right man for the job. Juliette trusted her, but, at the same time, Leah tended to get a little over exuberant. In Juliette's mind there were three tests that Lewis would have to pass while he was here. The last one, she knew would be the hardest of them all, but it would be tonight's test that would tell Juliette whether or not Lewis was the right person to help them.


	4. Chapter 4

**Juliette POV**

"Ella!" Juliette whispered into the ear of her friend that wasn't lying against the white pillowcase. Ella groaned and rolled over onto her other side but didn't get up. "Ella!" she whispered again, in the other ear and a bit harsher this time. Ella opened her eyes, squinting in the dark at Juliette.

"Juliette?" Ella muttered, still half-asleep.

Juliette ran back to her side of the room and slipped on her flip-flops. Then, she reconsidered what she was about to do and took them off again. They would make too much noise and she didn't want to wake anyone up—well, anyone other than the one person she intended on getting out of bed. "Come on, get up."

Ella rolled over and looked at the alarm clock on their bedside table. "Jules, it's four a.m."

"I know that," she rolled her eyes at the absurdity of Ella's comment but then realized the room was still too dark for Ella to see her dramatic eye roll. "Just, come on."

"Where are we even going?" Ella sat up in bed. Deciding she was awake enough to catch something, Juliette threw a bathing suit and cover-up at Ella.

"Swimming," she replied simply.

Even without any light she knew Ella had narrowed her eyes at her, obviously suspicious. "Can you tell me why we are going to the pool at four o'clock in the morning?"

"We're going at four o'clock in the morning because we aren't going to the pool," Juliette said, "We're going in the ocean."

"No," Ella said immediately, lying back down and pulling her pillow over her head. Juliette sighed. She knew Ella would react this way. Ella has always been a stickler for the rules, while she has always preferred to break them. It was one of the many reasons why they were perfect for each other. There were times where Ella stopped Juliette from doing something she would have regretted and then there were times (like this one) where Juliette coerced Ella into doing something she would actually enjoy.

"Oh come on El," she whined, "I'm dying being stuck here. And I know you are too."

"It doesn't matter," Ella said, her voice muffled from the pillow over it, "It isn't safe for us to go out there right now."

Juliette rolled her eyes again. And again she wished Ella had seen it—her eye rolls were really being wasted tonight. "It's never been exactly _safe_ for us to go out there. This whole longer drying time thing doesn't change that."

"I know, but Evette doesn't want us to risk it. We swim in the pool and that's it for now," Ella said firmly.

"Ella, you really think the pool is any different from the ocean?" Juliette asked, pulling the pillow off her friend's head, "Cause it's not. Addie told me it took her an hour to get back to normal yesterday. And that was after swimming in _the pool_. Whatever's going on, it isn't limited to the ocean."

Ella bit her lip. Juliette recognized the action—Ella always did it when she was weighing her options—and all she had to do was push her over the edge.

"Please?" Juliette pouted. She pushed her bottom lip out and stared at Ella with her big blue eyes—eyes that were almost the exact same color as Ella's.

Ella sighed and let go of her bottom lip. "Fine."

Juliette smiled wide. "Yes!" she whispered, jerking her fist towards her in victory. She watched as Ella climbed out of bed and changed.

The two girls tiptoed out of their suite and down the cobblestoned path. They were especially careful to not make any noise when passing the first two suites—the ones belonging to Leah and Marguerite, and Adelaide and Cecilia—but when they came upon the third suite next to the path, Juliette stopped.

This was the suite that Lewis was staying in. She was sure he would be asleep, but a part of her desperately wanted to wake him up. Evette had decided against telling Lewis what the institute really was last night. She told the girls that she wanted to make sure Lewis got settled in before they revealed any secrets. It was a decision that Juliette didn't agree with, and had argued against with her grandmother the rest of the night. But, in the end, Evette and the teachers had the final say—Lewis would remain ignorant to the girls' secret until they found the right time to break the news to him—which Juliette recognized as just another way of saying "it wasn't going to happen". If Evette had her way, Lewis would never discover the girls' secret, but Juliette thought her grandmother was simply being overprotective. Leah had told them Lewis had experience with their type of situation. So why couldn't he be filled in? She didn't know how everyone expected Lewis to solve their problem if he didn't even know its context. And that was why Juliette was going to do everything in her power to make sure Lewis discovered their secret on his own. While the others would be working hard to make sure he didn't become suspicious of them, she would be working hard to make sure he did, starting tonight.

Reaching down, Juliette picked up a handful of pebbles. Glancing at Ella to make sure she was far enough ahead, Juliette held up her arm and tossed the rocks at the wall of Lewis's suite. Then she ran to catch up with Ella—smiling as she listened to the pitter-patter of the pebbles as they hit the wall.

Ella slowly turned, eyes wide as she stared at her. "_What_ was that?" she hissed.

Juliette pursed her lips to keep from smiling so much. "Nothing," she said, "let's go." She pulled Ella's hand, glancing one last time at the path behind them, before dashing off towards the dock. The two girls removed their cover-ups, and then dove under the dark waves together.

**Lewis POV**

Lewis couldn't sleep. Even after the longest plane ride of his life, the blissfulness of falling into a deep slumber wouldn't come to him. He blamed the time difference. How could people actually expect him to sleep when normally at this time he would be finishing dinner?

He thought about the day to come. Neither Marguerite nor Leah had shown him the inside of the lab he would get to work in during his tour of the island. He had also noticed how they had refused to tell him what was at the end of the path beside the laboratory. They had, however, taken point to introduce him to the rest of the girls living on the island. He had met Cecilia, Adelaide—who preferred to be called Addie—both of which who were his age, and then Ella and Juliette who were two years younger than him. He had barely been able to handle the energy and enthusiasm that swirled around him when both Leah and Juliette were in the same room. It was like they built off of one another. But, at the same time he could tell that Leah's energy was giddier while Juliette simply seemed more impulsive—she did what she wanted and no one was going to get in her way. In a way, Juliette reminded Lewis of Rikki, and, it was for that reason that he needed to remember to be careful around the girl. At dinner, both Leah and Juliette had repeatedly thrown out odd comments that Lewis didn't understand and anytime he pointed them out Marguerite or Ella would shoot a glare at their friends.

He sighed and rolled over onto his other side again. The clock beside his bed read 4:04am. He had at least another two hours before anyone else would wake up, and Evette had said that the dining hall didn't open until seven. What was he supposed to do for the next three hours? He knew he could no longer lie in bed, pretending that his body would succumb to sleep, when he obviously was so wide awake that nothing could take him by surprise.

As if to prove him wrong, something outside hit his "suite"—which he really thought was more of a glorified beach shack. He bolted out of bed and ran to the window. He couldn't see anything, but it had sounded like hail had hit the wall of his room. And that wasn't possible. He was in Florida—the very bottom of Florida—he was pretty sure it never hailed in Key West.

Slipping on his shoes, Lewis opened the door and stepped outside. The air was warm but there was a light breeze coming off the waterfront. He walked silently down the path to the dock and sat down at the end of it. The moon was still high in the sky—a crescent tonight, thankfully not full. He worried about what Cleo, Rikki and Bella would do during the next full moon. During the last one, the tentacle had taken Bella, and from how Cleo and Rikki described the scene when they found her, it had almost taken her permanently. But the girls had Will. And although, Will didn't have the scientific expertise that he had, Lewis knew Will would do anything to protect the girls, especially Bella.

Just then, Lewis heard a splash and a distinctive giggle to his right. He looked out at the waves crashing against the sand and saw two heads poking out of the water.

"Stop it, Jules!" he heard one girl say, "If it takes us as long to dry off as it did Addie or Marguerite, then we better get out now."

"Okay, fine," Juliette said.

Lewis watched as Juliette and Ella pulled themselves out of the water. Lewis was afraid to move or make a sound as he watched the girls' arms dig into the sand so they could pull their bodies out of the surf. He blinked a couple times to make sure he was seeing right. He was.

The two girls were mermaids.
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**Lewis POV**

Mermaids. _Mermaids._ Why did there always have to be mermaids? Why couldn't he study marine biology without any half-human, half-fish popping up? He was beginning to wonder if he was someone drawn to them—or maybe they were drawn to him. The evidence was there—he had been Cleo, Rikki and Emma's only confidant for a long time, and then Bella came into the picture, and now there was Juliette and Ella. What were the odds of one person knowing the existence of not one but _six_ mermaids? He was almost positive they were about a billion to one.

When Lewis returned to his suite slash cabin earlier that morning—after witnessing the tails of the two younger girls—he knew there would be no chance of him getting some sleep before breakfast. The only problem with that was that it meant he had an hour to waste, during which his brain started turning over question after question about the American Marine Biology Institute and its students.

His first question was whether or not Juliette and Ella were the only mermaids at the institute. But he was pretty sure they weren't. The more he thought about it, the more he realized that Leah and Marguerite had been acting strange around water a lot yesterday. He probably hadn't noticed then because he was so used to seeing Cleo not grab a cold drink or be careful to not walk under clusters of trees. Of course he couldn't know for sure unless he dumped water on Leah and Marguerite—which he wasn't about to do—but he was definitely suspicious.

And then there were the other three girls, Adelaide, Cecilia and Summer—each of whom he had only met in passing. Could they be mermaids too? Could it even be possible that Evette and the other teachers were mermaids as well? Ms. Chatham had been a mermaid when she was younger, and had she not lost her powers during that special full moon she probably would have still been a mermaid when he, Cleo, Rikki and Emma met her. But if all the women on this island were mermaids then why was he here? And Mason too? Lewis knew the guy wasn't some kind of merman—he had seen him swimming laps in the pool yesterday. He just didn't understand. If the American Marine Biology Institute was really just a cover (as Leah had called the address on the brochure) for a mermaid school then why did they invite him to come? They couldn't actually need him to do research for them.

"Lewis? Lewis?"

"Huh?" He looked up from his plate of eggs and toast to look at Leah.

"You okay?" she asked, "You kind of zoned out there for a second."

"Oh, yeah," he said, "Fine."

She smiled at him and then cut another piece of her omelet. Lewis noticed that she had a straw in her milk carton. Definitely a mermaid, he decided. But he couldn't just confront Leah about it. What he really wanted to do was talk to Juliette and Ella—or at least Juliette since Ella didn't really seem like the talkative type. They were the only two he was positive were mermaids, since he had seen their tails earlier, but they hadn't showed up for breakfast this morning. He wondered if they knew he knew. What if they had seen him on the dock? Were they hiding from him? He hoped not. Right now, they were the only ones who could provide him with any answers.

"Lewis?"

He turned around to find Evette standing behind him with one of the other teachers—he couldn't remember which one. "Yeah?"

"When you're finished with your breakfast I'd like for you to meet me outside the laboratory, okay?" the older woman asked.

Lewis nodded. He watched as the two women walked away from the table and back out of the room.

"What'd ya do?" Leah asked him

"What?"

"What'd ya do to get in trouble with Evette?" Leah asked, "And only on your second day too."

Trouble? He hadn't done anything wrong. Unless…unless he wasn't supposed to know that Juliette and Ella were mermaids. Oh no. What if Evette someone found out he saw them and now she wanted to meet with him to send him home? What would Cleo say if she knew he hadn't even lasted a day here? He was supposed to be the science wiz. He couldn't be kicked out of the American Marine Biology Institute—even if that wasn't really what it was.

"Relax," Leah said looking at him funny, "I was only kidding. You're not in trouble."

He looked at her small face, suddenly interested. "So you know what this is about?"

Leah's eyes widened as she bit down on her bottom lip. "Maybe," she whispered.

"Tell me."

She shook her head. "I can't."

"Please?" Lewis asked, "I need to know what is going on here."

Leah narrowed her eyes at him. "What makes you think there is anything 'going on'?"

"Oh, uh," Lewis struggled to come up with a good lie while Leah's eyes got even narrower, "Well, everyone here just seems really secretive."

"Of course we're secretive," Leah said a matter-of-factly, "We don't want our findings shared with any of the competition before they're officially published."

"Right, of course," Lewis said, looking away. Great. Now he had Leah _suspicious of him_. Ever since he landed in the Florida he had felt that Leah was on his side, and now he wasn't so sure.

Once he was finished with his breakfast, he cleared his plate and walked out of the dining hall, into the warmth of the morning Floridian sun. He could see the laboratory in the distance. He had only just started down the walkway when Leah came up beside him. She didn't say anything, and neither did he. He wasn't sure, but he got the feeling that she was nervous. She kept intertwining and untwining her fingers. There was also the fact that she wasn't talking. There had rarely been a moment since Lewis had met Leah when she wasn't talking. Surprisingly, he found himself missing her babble. He wished she would tell him why Evette wanted to see him. Whatever secret the institute was hiding (besides it being home to two mermaids), Lewis knew Leah was in on it.

When they reached the steel door to the laboratory, he held it open, allowing Leah to walk inside first. He followed her. As the door clicked behind him his mouth dropped open—he couldn't help it. The institute's lab was even more impressive and inviting than Lewis had expected. Every piece of scientific equipment he had ever dreamed about, plus about a dozen he didn't even recognize, was there. His eyes flashed from machine to machine—unable to pick one to admire. He had no idea how he was going to choose one to work with first.

"Lewis."

His head swiveled to the left at the sound of his name.

Evette was wearing what looked like a mix between a lab coat and a raincoat. Beside her were two of the teachers, also wearing the strange lab/raincoat. Evette smiled at him. "This way," she said, gesturing to a hall behind her, "there's something we need to tell you."

Tell him? Was he going to find out the institute's big secret? Was he finally going to find out why he was brought here? Lewis nodded and followed Evette and the other teachers down the hall, Leah on his heels.

Evette stopped at a door at the end of the hall. She exchanged a look with Leah before she addressed Lewis. "Now Lewis, Leah assures me that what I am about to show you will not come as a shock, but forgive me if I am still unconvinced. I need you to promise me that you will not breath a word of what you see and learn while on this island to anyone."

"I promise," he said.

Evette opened the door and stepped inside, holding it open for him as well. The first thing Lewis noticed was the giant tank of water which made up most of the wall to his right. And the second thing Lewis noticed was Juliette and Ella—both still in their mermaid forms—lying on what looked like a big examination table. He was horrified. He knew from his experiences with Dr. Denman that mermaids and scientists with big budgets did not go together. But he never thought he would find proof of that here.

"What are you doing?" he shouted, turning on Evette, "You can't hold them here! You have to let them go!" He gaze flew back to Juliette and Ella.

Juliette rolled her eyes. "Relax, Lewis," she said, "They're not holding us captive here."

"They're trying to help us," Ella added.

"Actually," Leah started, walking over to stand beside the mermaids, "We're all trying to help ourselves."

"What are you talking about?" Lewis asked.

"We're mermaids, Lewis," Juliette said a matter-of-factly, "_all of us_."
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**Juliette POV**

Lewis was stunned—to say the least. He kept opening his mouth to say something then quickly closing it and looking away, his eyebrows down so close to his eyes that Juliette wondered how he could possibly see through them. She thought he would have reacted better to the news that the entire island was full of mermaids since he already knew mermaids existed, but apparently not.

"Lewis?" Leah asked as she gently placed a hand on his shoulder, "Are you okay?"

Lewis's head snapped up to look at Leah. "You're a mermaid too?"

Slowly, Leah nodded. "We all are."

Standing behind Lewis and Leah, Juliette could see her grandmother and Kylie exchanging worried looks. She knew what they were thinking—that perhaps if Lewis couldn't handle the fact that they were all mermaids then he probably was the wrong person to help us.

Just then Mason strode into the room, carrying a clipboard. Juliette didn't know what was on it exactly, but she was pretty sure it was the results of some test. Juliette watched as Mason handed the clipboard to Kylie and then walked over and planted a kiss on Ella's forehead.

Lewis was staring at him. "You—you're not…you're not one too, are you?" he asked, stuttering a bit.

Mason frowned. "One what?"

"Merman?" Lewis asked.

Mason laughed. "No," he said, "I'm just a guy who happens to like marine biology."

"Oh," was all Lewis said, but Juliette caught the tone of relief in his voice. Now she was beginning to have her doubts. Could he handle this?

After a moment, Lewis spoke again, "How?" he asked, "How are you _all_ mermaids?"

Evette, who had been reading the results from the clipboard Mason handed to Kylie, stepped forward. "The American Marine Biology Institute is not just a school that studies marine biology, but it is also a school for mermaids," Evette explained. When Lewis didn't say anything, she continued, "The school was founded one hundred years ago. Since then two fifteen-year-old girls from across the continent have been chosen to be initiated into our program each year. It is here that the girls receive their mermaid gifts and learn our history and how to control their powers."

"Do they have a choice?" Lewis asked.

"Do they—what? I'm sorry?"

"Do they have a choice?" Lewis repeated, "Do they get to choose whether or not they become mermaids?"

Juliette saw the realization on her grandmother's face, but she still thought it was a rather odd question to ask. What girl wouldn't choose to be a mermaid?

"No," Evette answered, "Every girl is marked before she comes to the institute. If she does not change into a mermaid within a month of being marked she will begin to fall into a state of deep depression."

"But how can you forcibly change someone's life like that?" Lewis asked, clearly angry, "Becoming a mermaid is huge. You can't make that decision for someone."

Juliette's grandmother looked surprised. "I don't," she said, "none of us do. Like I said before, each of the girls is chosen. Besides, if a girl is truly unhappy as a mermaid then there are ways in which we can remove her powers."

Juliette recalled the last time a mermaid had her powers taken away. It had only been a few months ago, but to Juliette it felt like forever ago. Whitney, who had been a senior when Juliette was a freshman, had not only revealed her sister mermaids' secret but she had also used her powers to harm the other girls. When Juliette's grandmother and the other teachers found out about Whitney's treachery they decided it best for them to take away Whitney's powers and mermaid half. Whitney was then forced to leave the island, while her twin, Summer, stayed behind. Juliette often wondered what it was like for Summer to be separated from Whitney. Just as every pair does, Whitney and Summer had gotten their mermaid powers together, forever bounding them. But, now that Whitney was no longer a mermaid, Juliette wondered if Summer still felt the same connection to Whitney as Juliette felt to Ella.

"Chosen?" Lewis frowned again, "What do you mean chosen?"

It was then that Evette smiled. "Come," she said, "I'll show you."

**Lewis POV**

Evette led Lewis out of the room and back down the hall. But, instead of turning to the door that led outside, Evette walked through the large, open room with all the lab equipment. Lewis was in heaven. It was the most amazing thing he had ever seen. Every piece of technology possible for studying marine biology, old and new, was in that room. Lewis was sure he could spend days, maybe even weeks, in there alone.

But Evette didn't pay any attention to the marvelous equipment. Instead she walked right past all the machines to a small door in the back of the room that, until Lewis was standing right in front of it, had been hidden.

"What's in there?" Lewis asked.

"I'm going to show you," Evette said, "But again, I must ask you to promise to never breath a word of what you see."

"Of course."

Evette opened the door and led Lewis through it. He didn't know what he expected to find, but he definitely didn't expect to be outside again. He followed Evette down another cobblestoned path. Evette can to an abrupt stop when the path ended, blocked by multiple palm trees. Lewis frowned. Where were they going?

Then, all of sudden, slipped between two palm trees and disappeared out of sight. Lewis didn't know where they were going, or what Evette wanted to show him, but, finding the gap in the trees where Evette had disappeared, he followed her. Ducking his head, Lewis squeezed through the trees and stood back up.

He found himself standing in a tight circle of palm trees, and, in the middle of the circle was a pool of water. Of course! How could he have been so stupid? "Of course! You have a moonpool!" he exclaimed.

"A moonpool?" Evette repeated.

Lewis gestured to the water in front of the two of them. "A moonpool that turns people into mermaids."

"We call it the Crystal Lagoon," Evette said.

Staring at the institute's moonpool, Lewis could see exactly why they referred to it as the Crystal Lagoon. The inner walls of the pool (including the bottom of it) weren't made of rock like the one on Mako Island back in Australia, they were made entirely of a blue crystalline form. The walls looked exactly like the one wall that changed in the Mako Island moonpool did during a full moon. Only it wasn't a full moon right now. The walls of this moonpool were like that permanently, and they were beautiful. The rays of sunlight bounced off the walls and into the water, making the whole pool sparkle like one giant disco ball. It was truly breathtaking.

"The Crystal Lagoon is what chooses our new mermaids each year," Evette said.

"How?" Lewis asked.

Evette smiled at him. "Magic."

Although, this moonpool and the one back on Mako were very different in appearance, they still had that one thing in common. Even so, it was clear to Lewis that there were still many things he had to learn.

**Please review! I LOVE hearing from my readers! :)**
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**Juliette POV**

Juliette wished she could have seen the look on Lewis's face when Evette showed him the Crystal Lagoon. She remembered how both her and Ella's jaws had nearly dropped to the floor the first time they saw it. And even now, months later, the sight of the magical pool still sent tingles throughout her body.

Another thing she wished was for Ella to talk to her again. Ever since Addie and Cecilia had found them stranded on the beach Ella had refused to say a word to Juliette. She knew Ella was mad at her for dragging her into the ocean that morning, but didn't she, like Juliette, think it was worth it? Probably not. Ella hadn't wanted to break the rules to begin with, and the fact that they got caught doing so only worsened the situation.

If she was being honest with herself though, Juliette couldn't blame Ella for being mad. Juliette was even a little mad at herself. Why did she always have to learn things the hard way? Why did she insist on swimming in the ocean when she had heard from not only Marguerite, but also Summer and Cecilia, that it had taken them hours instead if minutes to get their legs back? Oh right. Because she thought that since everything mermaid came so naturally to her that surely this whole problem with not being able to change forms wouldn't apply to her. Well, she was wrong. And the fact that she was still lying on this goddamned sheet of metal was proof of that. What was worse was that Ella had also become a victim of her inflated ego.

The only good thing to come out of her mistake was that Lewis now knew "the institute's" secret. Maybe now they could stop wasting time with Mason and actually get Lewis to help. Not that Mason wasn't an excellent marine-biologist-to-be (and an incredible boyfriend to Ella-if he wasn't how could Juliette keep him around?), but his only experience with mermaids was what learned since the summer. Leah wasn't positive, but she said she thought Lewis has known about mermaids for three years now. He's had experience with magic, while Mason's eyes still grow wide at the sight of any of the girls using their powers. In her opinion, Lewis was definitely a better contender for figuring out what was wrong with them.

She knew Evette and all the teachers were worried. She had tried to ask Suzanne about their progress with the tests, but even Juliette's favorite teacher had kept her mouth shut. No one knew what was wrong and that's what bothered them the most. She knew they had theories, because she had come up with the same ones herself. The one that she was sure bothered them the most was the idea that maybe, after all these years, the magic of the Crystal Lagoon was fading out-that it was dying-and if that were true, that meant there couldn't be any new mermaids this summer or any summer after that. It meant that "the institute" would have to close.

She couldn't remember what life was like before she became a mermaid, before she met Ella. But she knew she didn't want to go back to her old life.

Juliette glanced over at her best friend. Ella was sitting on the edge of the metal examination table, her dry tail hanging over the edge, talking to Mason. From the tones of their voices, it sounded like they were talking mushy to each other. Juliette so didn't want to be a part of that. And yet, three hours had passed since Ella had last spoken to her, and Juliette already felt like she was beginning to lose her mind. She hated being ignored, especially if Ella was doing the ignoring. But she also didn't want Ella to know how much she was getting to her.

She considered calling Riley, knowing he would willingly take time out of his busy schedule to talk to her, but she didn't want to be the needy girlfriend. Besides, she had left her phone in her room.

She looked over to Ella again. She was smiling at Mason, who had his hands on his hips and was leaning in close as if he was daring her to kiss him. Juliette couldn't help but smile at them. They clearly loved each other, and it wasn't just the look in their eyes that told her this. It was the way Mason's hands didn't flinch or hesitate when they touched the scales of Ella's tail, or how Ella seemed to draw closer to him anytime he was near. She wondered if Ella saw the same thing when she and Riley were together.

Sighing, she flapped her tail against the metal table. She couldn't avoid it anymore: she was bored. If they weren't going to use her to run more tests then they should at least let her go back in the ocean, put her tail to good use.

Just then, Evette walked back into the room, Lewis following behind. She smiled knowingly at Juliette but Juliette only scowled. Somehow, her grandmother always knew when she was scheming.

"Good news, girls—and Mason, of course," Evette said, "Lewis has agreed to do his best to help us."

"Finally," Juliette groaned, but everyone in the room ignored her.

Lewis stepped forward, staring at Juliette's tail. "Evette says that the problem is with your transformation," he said, his Australian accent making Juliette appreciate him all the more, "That you don't get your legs back even after you're dry?"

"Obviously," she said, gesturing to her dry tail. Without water surrounding it, some of the scales on her tail looked flaky, even brittle, and it was becoming uncomfortable. She wondered if Ella felt the same way. Again, she wished her twin would talk to her.

"I'd like to start with some basic tests," Lewis said, walking over to equipment in the lab and getting straight to work.

**Lewis POV**

Lewis was in heaven. The number of high tech machines and equipment at his disposal was better than he could have hoped. He was confident that with the stuff in the lab, he would have no trouble figuring out what was wrong with the mermaids on the island.

But that didn't mean it wouldn't take time to figure it out. And Juliette wasn't helping. Neither was Leah for that matter.

Leah kept hovering over his shoulder, asking him question after question. Most of them being: what are you doing? Or, what is that? He was finding it very difficult to concentrate on what he was doing with her following him around. He knew she was only trying to help, but it was clear she had no idea what she was doing.

Juliette was another story. She seemed to have made it her mission to make things as difficult as possible for him. When he asked her for a DNA sample, she stuck out her tongue. When he tried to pick one of her scales on her tail, she flicked her tail, sending him backwards onto the floor. Finally he gave up on her, and resorted to testing Ella instead, who kept shooting glares in her friend's direction. But, even after he stopped trying to get samples from her, Juliette kept bugging him, constantly making snide remarks.

It reminded him of the time Rikki had tried to get him angry, only much worse. Back then, Emma had let him in on what she was doing and he had staged a scene to make her think she'd succeeded in angering him just to get her off his back. But he had a feeling that wouldn't work with Juliette.

"No matter how many samples of DNA you get, you realize they're all going to be the same, right?" Juliette said, "Especially from the same person. _That's_ how DNA works."

He glanced up at her, knowing she was only baiting him, trying to make him feel foolish, but he realized she wasn't looking at him, her eyes were locked on Ella. He suddenly had a thought. Was it possible that her real goal wasn't to get Lewis angry but to get Ella to talk to her? He noticed how Ella had gritted her teeth every time Juliette made a comment to him. The two were clearly having some sort of fight, over what, he didn't know, but he had been around girls enough to know that Ella was giving Juliette the silent treatment. He smiled to himself. Juliette's strategy was clever; he just wished he didn't have to suffer her abuse because of it.

One of the machines beeped, letting him know that the analysis was ready. He pulled the sheet from the printer and began reading it. According to the machine, the scale from Ella's tail had the same trace amounts of water in it that her normal skin did. Those weren't the results Lewis had been hoping for. His theory had been that, despite feeling dry, the mermaid's tails were somehow holding an excess amount of water, thereby keeping them in mermaid form. But the fact that the level of water in their scales was the same as in their skin disproved that.

Lewis had only seen something like this happen two times, both, coincidentally to Emma. The first had been during Emma's father's surprise party. The second was after she'd cut her finger on some poisonous coral. Lewis had checked for signs of an illness similar to the one Emma contracted but there weren't any. He even asked the girls if they had come into contact with any oddly colored coral but they said they hadn't. Juliette had had a snide comment for that too.

He considered the possibility that it wasn't a coral—that maybe there was something in the water making all the girls sick—but he had tested the water too and it came back normal.

Aside from the fact that they couldn't get their legs back, the girls seemed perfectly healthy. He just didn't get it. He knew there were things that weren't meant to be explained, that one just had to accept and throw it into the category of magic. But something was telling Lewis now wasn't one of those times.

His initial thought had been that this had to have something to do with the full moon. After all, that was what had happened with Emma the first time. There were only two problems with that theory: these mermaids clearly weren't moonstruck, and the moon wouldn't be full for another week.

For the first time in a long time, Lewis was at a loss. He had no idea what was wrong with these girls.

He remembered how only a few weeks ago, Cleo showed him what she'd discovered by combining the water of the tentacle with regular water. Even though it had ended up getting them in a lot of trouble, they had both been happy they discovered the connection. It was one more thing they understood and it got them one step to seeing the big picture.

She wouldn't want him to give up on this so easily. There were still dozens of machines he had yet to try, and, just as he and Cleo had learned, every little detail mattered. He would keep going. He would run hundreds more tests if he had to.

He was going to figure out what was wrong with these mermaids.
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**Lewis POV**

Lewis was just about ready to give up. A week had gone by since Evette had let him in on the institute's secret and he still didn't know what was wrong with the mermaids. Not that he didn't know anything—oh no—he actually knew a lot. He knew that Juliette's blood type was A negative while Ella's was B positive. He knew that Leah and Marguerite were both AB positive and that the rest of the girls were O positive. He knew that the scales in all their tails were cycloid scales and contained trace amounts of calcium. He knew that the water in the Crystal Lagoon was salt water, despite not being connected to the ocean like the moonpool back in Australia. He even had Mason break off a piece of the blue crystal, inner wall of the lagoon so he could study its properties. And while he had determined that it had actually come from space—something he'd been beyond excited about—the tiny piece of crystal turned out to be nothing more than a pretty rock. So, even though, he knew a lot, he felt like he knew nothing.

What was worse was that tonight was the full moon and he had no idea what would happen to the mermaids. Leah had assured him that none of the girls had been hypnotized by the full moon since they were first turned into mermaids, and yet, with everything that was happening back home, he felt like he needed to be prepared. When he'd asked Leah if she'd ever seen anything resembling the water tentacle in the Crystal Lagoon, she'd told him she hadn't. He wanted to believe that the mermaids at the institute were safe, but he couldn't force himself to believe something he didn't.

He considered the reason he was so worried was because deep down he was really concerned for Cleo. How was she going to survive the full moon without him? He'd talked to her yesterday and she'd explained to him that she, Rikki, and Bella were going to have a sleepover at Rikki's. She'd even promised to call him once the full moon was down, no matter what time it was in Florida. But, until that phone call, Lewis was as anxious as ever.

"You okay?"

He jumped at the sound of Leah's voice. Turning, he found her leaning against the door frame with Marguerite standing behind her. He hadn't heard either of them walk into the lab.

"Fine," he said, turning back to the DNA sequencer in front of him.

"You sure?" Leah asked. He could hear the concern slipping from her lips.

"Yeah, I'm good. I've just got a lot of work to do." His eyes scanned the sheets of paper in his hands but he didn't actually read anything on them. He felt Leah lay a hand on his shoulder.

"I know you're lying. Mason already told me that you two did everything you could today," she said.

"You guys aren't better yet," he shot back, his frustration and anxiety leaking out, "There's always more to be done."

She gave his shoulder a light squeeze. "A group of us are going into town for dinner. You should come."

Lewis sighed. He shouldn't have snapped at Leah. She was only trying to be nice. "I shouldn't be spending any money," he said more softly.

She smiled at him. "Me neither. It's a good thing we won't have to. Come on." She tugged him towards the door.

"Huh?"

Marguerite explained. "You know Juliette's boyfriend, Riley?"

Lewis nodded. He hadn't met the guy yet, but he'd heard about him from Juliette, Ella and Leah—enough to know that the guy wasn't in the dark about mermaids.

"Well, his family owns a water park on the mainland and there's a restaurant in the park," Marguerite said, "They close at five on Wednesdays, so sometimes Riley invites us to eat for free at the restaurant after the park closes."

Lewis raised his eyebrows. "That's nice of him."

"Yeah," Leah said giddily, "He and Mason have been great additions to our group. I wish I could be so lucky as to find a guy like Ella and Juliette did."

Marguerite led the three of them out of the lab. "You will," she told Leah reassuringly, "But don't you remember? Neither of them were so perfect at first."

Leah nodded. "I know."

"What do you mean?" While Lewis knew he shouldn't pry, he couldn't help but be curious about Ella and Juliette's relationships. When he'd discovered that Cleo was a mermaid, he'll admit that he was taken aback at first, but he'd quickly accepted her—and Rikki and Emma. Cleo had been his friend first and foremost. Being a mermaid hadn't changed that.

He knew that neither Mason nor Riley could have known Ella and Juliette were mermaids when they met them. He wondered how they'd reacted to finding out.

"Well, neither of them exactly told their boyfriends," Marguerite said, "Juliette was exposed accidentally during one of her dates. Apparently, Riley was shocked. But who wouldn't be?"

"What he'd do?"

Marguerite pursed her lips together. "He ran."

"He ran?" Lewis repeated, eyes wide. That hadn't exactly been the answer he'd been expecting. "What did Juliette do?"

Marguerite shook her head sadly as they approached the boat tied to the dock. "She dried off and came back to the island. She waited to hear crazy rumors of mermaids but none ever came. She waited to hear from Riley but he didn't call or text her."

"What happened?" Lewis asked, "Clearly, things worked out if they're together now."

Leah nodded, smiling again. "He turned out to be really sweet about it. He actually found the hidden spot on the beach where we usually dry off and waited there for, like, three days calling out over the ocean for Juliette." Leah sighed happily. "He told her he was sorry and that she could trust him and that's it. They've been together ever since."

Lewis smiled. He knew a little about having to chase after a girl. He'd gone out to Mako Island in search of Cleo the night of the dance. He'd taken a chance and it'd been completely worth it. He would bet anything Riley felt the same way.

He, Leah and Marguerite climbed aboard the same boat Lewis had taken to get to the island the week before. Only, instead of Jack standing behind the wheel, he saw that Ella had taken control of the boat. Juliette sat in the seat beside her friend, looking longingly out at the sea.

"You know how to drive a boat?" Lewis asked Ella.

Juliette smirked at him. "No, she's Gilligan."

Lewis didn't understand Juliette's reference, but he understood enough to figure out she was being sarcastic. He briefly wondered what Riley had to be like to be able to put up with Juliette. Of course, he'd seen Juliette be nice to Ella and some of the other girls, just not to him. He didn't know if Juliette didn't like him or if she simply liked to pick on him. But the way she smiled at him made him think that it was the latter.

"Yeah," Ella said, her voice sounding almost sickly sweet compared to Juliette's, "I got my boating license last summer."

Lewis nodded. The sight of Ella behind the steering wheel made him his own boat—not that it was really a boat. He didn't even have a steering wheel like Zane did. But his boat did allow him to get to and from Mako easily. He'd been trapped on the institute's island for a week now. Maybe, if he asked Ella, she'd teach him how to drive this boat.

He sat down on a bench between Mason and Leah, feeling his body relax into the cushioning. For a moment, he let himself forget all about the mermaid problems and the full moon.

**Juliette POV**

"Dinner was amazing," Juliette whispered in Riley's ear, leaning against him. "Thanks again."

He smiled wide at her and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. "I already told you, Jules, it's no big deal. I'm happy with any chance I get to see my girlfriend."

She nuzzled against his ear, her breath fluttering a few strands of his brown hair. "Too bad everyone else had to tag along."

Riley took a quick breath in. "Jules…" he hissed warningly.

She smirked but leaned back in her seat. Glancing around the table at her friends, she noticed Lewis watching her. She promptly stuck her tongue out at him.

He had yet to figure out what was wrong with their transformation. Though she knew he was working hard and had no idea exactly what he was doing, she still wished he'd just solve the problem already.

After it took her and Ella six hours to get their legs back, her grandmother had given her a strict "talking to," making it very clear that if Juliette were to go against her rules again and swim in the ocean, she'd find herself on a plane back home. So, she'd listened to Evette and not gone in the ocean since. The last time she'd been swimming was four days ago when she'd finally consented to go in the pool instead of the ocean. It wasn't the same. It never was. And yet, she'd discovered that the pool now had one thing in common with the ocean. Though she didn't know it at the time, she'd been right when she told Ella there was no difference in drying time between the ocean and the pool. It had actually taken her longer to dry off the other day: eight hours to be precise. What was even weirder was that it had taken longer than the usual ten seconds to form a tail.

Still, despite this information, her body yearned to be in the water. Her legs literally ached with the need to merge together into her tail. And she was thirsty, really thirsty. She could never seem to get enough water into her system. She couldn't help but think that if Lewis figured out what was wrong he could fix it and all her pain would go away.

"My power doesn't really have anything to do with water or the ocean."

Juliette turned her attention towards Leah's voice. Lewis must have asked something about mermaid abilities. She waited for someone to disapprove of the conversation topic. While they weren't in public exactly, there were still mermaid ignorant people—such as Riley's parents and their waiter—in the restaurant.

"What does it have to do with then?" Lewis asked.

Marguerite narrowed her eyes at the two. "You shouldn't even be talking about this right now," she said, glancing around the empty restaurant.

Juliette rolled her eyes. And there was the disapproving comment. "Oh, relax, Marguerite," she said, folding her arms on the table, "They're not going to overhear us from behind a closed door."

"So what can you do?" Lewis asked Leah again.

"My power has to do with the moon," she said, "Just as the moon reflects the sun's light, I can reflect the rays of the sun off my skin. I can either reflect light off of me, making me look extremely bright, or I can basically reflect it through me, making me invisible."

"That sounds amazing. Perhaps I could get a show later on? Or take some skin samples?" Lewis seemed to practically be bouncing in his seat.

Juliette rolled her eyes. He may be cute but he was such a nerd.

Leah nodded. "Of course."

"I can control water," Juliette told him. She lifted her hand, and concentrating on the glass of water in front of him, made the liquid rise up out of its container. It struggled against her a bit, but eventually it surrendered to her.

"Hydrokinesis. Of course, I've seen it before." Lewis nodded, but seemed unimpressed. "Is it common among mermaids?"

Juliette frowned. Common? Her grandmother had told her no mermaid had possessed her power in a hundred years. "Oh?" she asked, "Well are you familiar with this?" Still concentrating on the floating blob of water, she slowly widened her fingers, and, as she did, the amount of water hovering over Lewis's plate increased in size. But it didn't grow as much as she wanted. In fact, despite her concentration, she could see the water shaking as if she couldn't hold onto it.

His eyes widened a bit in surprise. Despite her difficulty, she got him then. Of course, all Juliette was really hoping for was for Lewis to see something she could do and realize what he was missing. Or think that maybe she could even be of some help for a task other than getting DNA samples.

"Jules!" Ella hissed at her, "Put that down!"

Juliette obliged, focusing on lowering the water back into the glass. But, all of a sudden it was as if she lost her grip on the water. The blob splashed down onto the table, getting Lewis wet and causing Leah and Marguerite to jump up from the table.

"Juliette!" Leah exclaimed.

"Why'd you do that?" Ella asked in a reprimanding tone.

But Juliette could only stare at the puddle of water on the table. She didn't understand. Water wasn't supposed to slip through her fingers like that. She could manipulate water. So why had she lost control?
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**Juliette POV**

Juliette had a theory.

While all her fellow mermaids were kind of pissed at her for the water incident at dinner, the guys were not—well, they didn't have to worry about popping tails upon contact with water—but still. Mason, of course, was just worried about Ella. She could tell from the look on Lewis's face that he was suspicious, but she had no idea what he could possibly be thinking. It was Riley actually—the guy with the least amount of experience with mermaids—who realized something was wrong.

He pulled her aside before they climbed back on the boat and asked her about it. She told him how she hadn't purposely dropped the water on the table, how she somehow lost control over it. If she was being honest, Juliette would have to admit that she got her theory from Riley. He'd been the one to ask her on the dock if she could control any of the water below their feet. She'd tried…and failed.

Now she had a theory to test. But she couldn't do that until Ella fell asleep. She knew her twin wouldn't approve. Well, maybe approve was the wrong word. Ella would worry about her. She'd see Juliette's theory as a risk that could end up with horrible consequences. And she would be right. But Juliette was willing to take that risk. While Leah still believed Lewis was the right person to help them, she wasn't so sure anymore. At dinner, he clearly had never heard of Leah's power, and she wondered how many other mermaid abilities he didn't know about. Did he know Ella could freeze and heat water? Did he know that Marguerite could predict the weather? Did he know that Adelaide could communicate with marine animals? Did he know that Cecilia could manipulate ocean plant life? Was he really the expert everyone thought he was?

Juliette rolled over in her twin bed, listening to Ella's breathing. She counted the seconds between when Ella breathed in and when she breathed out. Two Mississippis. That meant Ella was sound asleep and it was safe for Juliette to get out of bed.

There was a certain process to sneaking out. She eased herself out from under the sheets. She was careful to avoid the spot on the floor beside her nightstand that squealed like wounded dog whenever someone put pressure on it. Tonight wasn't the first, or the second, or the third time she'd snuck out without anyone noticing, Ella included. For Juliette, who sometimes wondered if she suffered from insomnia, it was a normal occurrence. She hadn't counted but she was sure that over the summer she'd spent more nights wandering around the island than actually sleeping. She was also sure that she knew the island better than anyone—probably even better than the people who first built the school around the Crystal Lagoon. She knew that there was a cave on the north side of the island whose only entrance was to drop in from above. She also knew about the hidden nook on the east side beach where turtles came ashore to bury their eggs. And she knew that if you climbed the tallest tree beside the Crystal Lagoon at night you could see the lights of the mainland.

But tonight wasn't about exploring and discovering new wonders. Tonight was all about testing her theory. A theory that she desperately hoped was wrong.

She laughed to herself. If Ella could hear her admit that she wished she was wrong, her friend would surely die of shock.

Scooting passed a sleeping Ella and out the door, Juliette made her way down the path towards the Crystal Lagoon. She took a deep breath in, relishing the cool, salty air that flooded her nasal passages. She followed the cobblestone path until she found herself at the circle of palm trees that guarded their magical pool. Glancing around to make sure no one else was around, she slipped between the two trees with the largest gap between them.

The water in the lagoon was still, a perfect plane of blue glass, undisturbed even by a stray fly or mosquito. Above her head, the full moon shone bright against a sheet of dark blue sky. It's reflection danced and sparkled across the surface, illuminating small sections of the beach floor and hitting the crystals on the side so the pool looked like it had been doused in blue glitter.

Juliette's breath caught in her throat. No matter how many times she'd seen the Crystal Lagoon at night, the sight still awed her.

She looked up. The moon wasn't quite overhead yet. But that didn't matter. She planned to test the first part of her theory before the full moon aligned with the lagoon. The second part would come when it did.

Glancing one last time up at the moon, Juliette braced herself and then slipped into the water.

**Lewis POV**

"Are you sure you're okay, Cleo?" Lewis asked for what he knew was the fourth time. But he didn't care how many times he asked as long as Cleo's answer was always the same.

"Yes, Lewis," she said again.

Had he been standing in front of her and asking for a fourth time she would have glared at him and answered through gritted teeth, but, because they were on the phone and he was thousands of miles away he could still hear the smile in her voice. Lewis was smiling too. He couldn't help it. He hadn't stopped smiling since he picked up the phone and heard her voice on the other end. He'd spent the last three hours pacing his room, feeling like someone had their fist over his heart, while he waited for her to call. He didn't know how many times his mind forced him to imagine Cleo being snatched by the water tentacle. But it was enough to make him shout Cleo's name into the phone when it finally rang.

"And Rikki's okay?"

"Yeah," Cleo said, "Will was there and he saved her."

While Lewis had initially been wary about letting Will into the group, he couldn't deny that the girls were in good hands with him around. A lot better hands than had he left them with just Zane. And after what Cleo told him Zane did—on the night of a full moon no less—Lewis had never had such a strong urge to hit someone as he did when he heard the story from Cleo.

"I should have been there," Lewis said into his phone.

"Lewis, you're halfway across the world," Cleo reminded him. "Those girls need you."

"You need me more," he told her.

"I _want_ you more," she said gently. "There's a difference."

"I know," he sighed. There was a pause on the line. "I miss you."

"I miss you too," she replied. "We're okay, really. We can handle this. Go be the brilliant scientist that you are and help those mermaids."

He smiled. "Okay. Give Will my thanks, will you?"

"I will. Talk to you soon?"

He wanted to tell her that he wanted to talk to her now, but he knew that she had things to do. "Yeah, talk to you soon. Bye."

"Bye."

He pulled the phone away from his ear, staring down at the blinking number on the screen. He'd talked to Cleo for half an hour. It was nowhere near as long as he would have liked, but then again it was three o'clock in the morning now. He supposed he should try to get some sleep before he had to get up to do more tests.

A head bobbed passed his window. He peeked outside to see Juliette walking down the path again. Only this time she was alone. He glanced back at the clock, weighing his options: should he just go to bed or should he follow her?

He elected to follow her, reasoning that the last time he'd followed the younger girl he'd discovered that there were mermaids at the institute and that hopefully he'd make another new discovery if he followed her again. But he was only hoping. He knew that if Juliette had the answer to the girls' mermaid problems she would have come forward long ago. He could see the way it physically pained her to not be able to go in the water. She wanted their problem solved just as much, if not more than he did.

He followed her, his path lit just enough by the light of the full moon overhead. Only at the end of the path she didn't take a right towards the ocean like last week, instead turning left and heading towards the center of the island. Where was she going tonight?

She led him further inland before disappearing behind a bunch of palm trees. Lewis immediately recognized the area as the place where the institute's version of the moonpool was. He looked up at the full moon. He didn't know what Juliette was doing here, but, whatever it was, with a full moon in the sky it couldn't be good. Was it possible that she was moonstruck? Well, if she was, he hoped it was the giggly harmless type of moonstruck. He didn't think he could handle any psychotic trance people tonight. He slipped between the palm trees into the circle.

Juliette was floating in the center of the pool—or, the lagoon as they called it. One look at her facial expression and Lewis knew she wasn't moonstruck. She'd come here voluntarily. And, from the looks of it regretting her decision. Her lips were pulled in and tears were gently forming streaks down her cheeks, the droplets disappearing into the water when they fell. But the sight of Juliette crying wasn't even the most surprising thing about the scene before him.

She was treading water…with her legs. Juliette was almost fully submerged in the pool and yet she didn't have a tail.

She stared at him, tears still streaming down her face, and he stared back. For once, she didn't say a word. She turned her face upward and he followed her gaze to the moon. It was almost completely overhead.

He watched as the reflection of the full moon hit the water of the lagoon—hit Juliette—and waited. Nothing happened. Juliette glanced all around her but the pool didn't begin to churn and bubble and she remained in her soaked through pajamas.

Seconds ticked painfully by. Lewis held his breath as he watched the moon's reflection slip away from the water. The magical moment when someone could be turned into a mermaid had passed. Lewis swallowed hard.

Juliette was no longer a mermaid.
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**Lewis POV**

Lewis watched as she pulled herself out of the water. The action looked entirely too easy. She was supposed to struggle—the weight of her tail and lack of legs working against her. But she didn't have either holding her back.

Her soaking wet pajamas left puddles around her feet as she stood up. She didn't lift her head, hanging it and trying to hide her tear-streaked face. But he knew she was still crying. Though he'd never admit it, if he wasn't so shocked he'd probably be crying with her.

"I didn't want to be right," she whispered as she stared down at her sopping wet pajama pants.

Pity swelled up in him. Without asking, he stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her. He couldn't even begin to understand what she'd lost. Of course he'd been swimming with Cleo a number of times, but he'd never been a mermaid—merman, rather—himself and anyone who saw the mermaids together knew it was something special.

There had been a time where he knew Cleo would have given anything to just be normal again. But that had been when she was afraid of the water. Once she got over her fear, she'd fully embraced becoming a mermaid and all the things—good or bad—that came with it. Being a mermaid was a part of who she was now. He could no longer imagine her without that part. No more than he could imagine Juliette or Leah or any of the girls at the institute without it.

Hopeless began to fall on him. He didn't possess any magic himself. How could he get Juliette to turn into a mermaid again? Technically, there was nothing wrong with her. How could he fix something the rest of the world thought was normal?

Doubt settled in like a trapped animal, knocking around in his head. He really wanted to open a door and let it out, but the probability of failure was now bigger than ever.

No. He'd promised the girls he'd find out what was wrong and he wasn't about to go back on that promise. Even if it meant staying in Florida longer than he planned. Cleo would understand.

"We have to tell the others," he said, stepping out of the hug.

Juliette sniffed and straightened, nodding her head. "You're right," she said. "I think this is a good enough reason to wake up my grandmother in the middle of the night."

He was close on her heels as she marched back up the path, her expression nothing short of fierce. All signs of weakness and despair mysteriously gone with her tail. Lewis felt just as determined as Juliette looked.

An hour later, Lewis found himself on the beach along with the rest of the institute's students and staff. All of the mermaids were lined up near the water's edge, with the exception of Juliette.

She stood beside her grandmother, a perpetual frown on her face.

After he and Juliette told Evette what had happened when Juliette went in the moonpool, Evette had insisted on confirming the occurrence. She wanted to know if this unfortunate turn of events held true for all the mermaids. Each of the girls had been woken up and instructed to go to the beach.

The full moon still shone brightly over the island, lighting up sections of the ocean. The waves crashed in front of them, reminding Lewis of the mysteries the sea held. Though he considered himself a person of science, he knew the existence of mermaids couldn't be the only secret the waters protected. He only hoped he could discover the one that would let him fix this mess.

Leah was the first to step forward, but she stopped just short of the breaking waves. Marguerite walked over to stand beside her friend and took her hand. Together they stepped into the ocean, allowing the water to rush around their ankles. They waited. And waited.

Nothing happened.

Summer, Adelaide, and Cecilia went next. Not one of them popped a tail.

At last, timid but strong Ella stepped forward. She walked right into the water, until it came up to her waist.

Lewis watched as her fingers made ripples across the calmer water. She too remained standing on her feet.

Without a word, he turned and walked to the lab. He went inside and shut the door behind him. He had work to do.

But the first thing he was going to do was make a "Do Not Disturb" sign to put on the laboratory door.

**Juliette POV**

The emotion on the island was somber at the least. Three days had passed since she'd discovered her tail was gone.

Riley had called her five times, but she hadn't answered. She knew she'd have to talk to him eventually if she wanted to stop him from rushing over, but she couldn't bring herself to tell him what had happened. Somehow, saying it aloud would only make it real. She preferred to think she was living in a nightmare. An irrational part of her also wondered how Riley would react. She knew it wouldn't change how he felt about her. He'd loved her before he found out she was mermaid and just continued to love her after. Still, she couldn't help but think that their relationship might change.

Lewis had locked himself in the lab. He only came out during meals, not even to go to bed. Juliette was convinced he was actually sleeping in there. He wouldn't let anyone in to see what he was doing, probably because he didn't have any kind of solution. He'd even kicked Mason out.

Juliette didn't particularly care too much. If he found something he'd tell them. But she wasn't going to get her hopes up. While she didn't want to believe this was permanent, she didn't know when she'd get her tail back…if ever. She didn't understand why this was happening to them. For over a hundred years, girls had been chosen to become mermaids at the Crystal Lagoon. Magic like that didn't just run out.

Some girls had already left the island and gone home. Summer and Cecilia had left yesterday and she was pretty sure Adelaide had a flight tomorrow. She'd even caught Marguerite looking up airfare back to Tennessee. She hated to think that they all believed their adventures as mermaids were over. Because it couldn't be over. It just couldn't.

She didn't want to go back. She didn't want to be the girl she was before she became a mermaid. The social outcast that the entire school loathed for one stupid mistake. A mistake she'd been sure to never make again. She'd learned her lesson the hard way the first time—putting your trust in the wrong person can be disastrous. And, although she'd forgiven herself, none of her peers had been able to put it behind them.

At home people refused to look at her, choosing instead to talk about her behind her back. But on the island…she had real friends, friends that actually cared about her and would never betray her. She liked that. It made her feel normal. The irony over the fact that she only felt normal as a mermaid and being around other mermaids was not lost on her. Perhaps that was why things had gone so horribly for her at home. She was never supposed to stay there. Over the past few months the island had become her new home. It was as if she was meant to come here.

Juliette shook her head, dismissing her ideas. Thoughts of things like fate or destiny or predestination were silly. The Crystal Lagoon might have chosen her to become a mermaid, but it hadn't always been written in the stars. And apparently it wasn't now.

But why give her something so magical, so wonderful, only to take it away?

She picked up one of the blue crystals that sat at the side of the pool and glanced up at the blue sky. If things like destiny and fate really existed then she'd have a tail right now. She looked down at her pale, wrinkled toes. The water in the lagoon had shriveled them up long ago. She wiggled her toes under the water. She'd forgotten what it was like to feel liquid flow between them. It felt cool and yet entirely unnatural. She felt like she had too many limbs.

Sighing she rolled the crystal in between her fingers. It was probably just her imagination—her disappointment at the dwindling magic—but she thought the blue rock seemed dimmer. She held it out in her palm so the sunlight could reach it. A ray caught the crystal and sent blue sparkles onto her clothes and arms.

She smiled. At least that sight was still breathtaking.

A cloud moved in front of the sun and the wonder held in the tiny crystal disappeared. Her smile fell. It wasn't enough. She closed her fingers over the crystal, clutching it tightly. It would never be enough.

Why was this happening? Why to her? Couldn't she be happy for once in her life?

Tears pricked the corners of her eyes as her frustration built. Crying again. She hated crying. It made her look weak and was a waste of time. Tears weren't going to fix her problems. She angrily wiped them away and chucked the crystal into the lagoon.

A muted _plop_ sounded as the crystal hit the surface of the water. Juliette watched it, waiting for it to sink to the bottom.

It didn't.

The blue crystal bobbed and floated on top of the plane of water. That was new. She'd dropped enough crystals into the lagoon to know that they sank. Every. Single. One.

She pulled her feet out of the water, tucking them under her knees as she leaned forward for a closer look. She watched, eyes wide, as the crystal in the center of the lagoon began to spin. It spun faster and faster, becoming nothing but a blue blur before it stopped short, seemingly locking in on something. Then it sped across the surface of the water, latching onto one wall in the lagoon.

Juliette stared at the crystal for a couple seconds more, but it stayed where it was. Looking around the area, she found another small crystal. She picked it up and threw it into the center of the pool. It too floated, spun, and then latched onto the same wall. It was like the wall was a magnet for the crystals. She rushed over to the other side, reached a hand into the water and tried to pry the two crystals from the wall. Neither one budged. She hadn't really expected them to.

She stood up and rushed up the path towards the lab. She didn't understand what she'd discovered, but she knew she'd definitely discovered something. Somehow, this had to be important.

Because one thing was suddenly clear.

Not all the magic had died.
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**Lewis POV**

Three days of nothing. Nothing.

Everyone thought he'd locked himself in the lab because he was hard at work and didn't want to be disturbed, but, at this point, he'd locked himself inside because he couldn't go out there. He couldn't face Leah or Juliette or Evette and tell them he'd failed.

Because he had tried everything he could think of. Normally, idea after idea flowed from his brain, but now there was nothing but silence. People always told him he was smarter than others his age, that he was probably even as smart as some of the greatest scientists to live. They were wrong. If he was really as smart as they thought he was then he'd have been able to solve the girls' problem. Magic wouldn't have been a barrier he couldn't break through.

But he just didn't understand magic. No matter how hard he tried.

His lowest point, or moment of weakness really, had come the night before, after he'd watched two of the girls leave the island with packed bags. He couldn't stop himself from wondering if they'd ever come back—if they'd ever have a reason to come back. And then he'd looked up at the clear, night sky. The stars looked different than they did in Australia, but they were still stars. He found the brightest one and made a wish on it. He wished that he could fix the mermaids so hard he wouldn't be surprised if he gave himself a brain aneurysm.

He hadn't wished on a star since he was five years old. That was also the age at which he got his first telescope and learned that stars were just suns that burned light years away. Wishing on such things seemed stupid after that.

But last night he'd been desperate. And in his desperation, he'd resorted back to begging a giant ball of burning gas.

This morning he was going through the motions. He ran the machines and a bunch of tests, even if he'd already done them. He tested water samples for everything from sulfur to fluoride. It was silly, but perhaps someone had accidentally brushed their teeth in the moonpool and that was what was causing the power outage.

He stopped that train of thought. Stupid. A person didn't _accidentally_ brush their teeth anywhere.

He shook his head. Maybe what he needed was more sleep. He knew for a fact that the ten hours of sleep he'd gotten over the past three nights wasn't healthy. But his lack of sleep had never really been a problem before. He'd spent night after night working with Cleo, Emma, and Rikki's DNA samples back when they'd first turned into mermaids. And it hadn't halted his findings then.

Running two hands through his hair, he groaned. A ringing filled the air to accompany his moan of despair. Someone was calling his phone. He searched the surfaces of the messy tables for the thing. Each ring sounding more and more like it was taunting him. Finding it under a stack of papers about magnetic fields, he quickly accepted the call before the last ring could initiate his voicemail.

"Hello?"

"Hi, Lewis."

He immediately felt some of his stress escape his body at the sound of Cleo's voice. "Cleo, hi," he said, closing his eyes and imagining her face. The version of her in his mind was smiling. He loved her smile.

"How are you?" she asked tentatively, a hitch in her voice.

The smile on his daydream Cleo's face fell away. He opened his eyes and stood up straight. He could tell the real Cleo wasn't smiling on the other end of the phone. "What's wrong?"

"Are you busy?"

"No." He glanced around at the cluttered lab and the whirling machines.

"If you're busy, I can call back later," she said.

He turned away from his useless work. "I'm not busy. Cleo, what's wrong?"

He heard her swallow hard. A few seconds ticked by before she started talking again.

"Really, it's nothing I can't handle…"

"Cleo," he said firmly, "please tell me what's going on."

It was like he poked a hole in a dam. One second she wouldn't tell him anything and the next she was talking so fast, he had trouble discerning exactly what she was saying.

"It's the tentacle," she said. "And the moonpool. Or both. Possibly. Or maybe neither. It could be some comet. Or the pretty blue crystals we found. They caused a power outage when we put them together—that was cool—but we haven't really discovered anything else about them. Or the moonpool. We really don't know. I told you how Rikki went to the moonpool on a full moon and thought the tentacle wasn't dangerous. I didn't believe her at first, but I think I do now because the other night, the three of us went there and the tentacle started to show us something. It looked like a comet, but I'm not entirely sure. And I don't know why it would show us such a thing anyway. Maybe it's trying to tell us how the moonpool was created? Do you think that's it? Cause I can't shake the feeling that it's something else. That there's something more. Something important." She paused, taking a deep breath in.

"Honestly, Cleo, I don't know why it would show you a comet," Lewis told her. He wished he could tell her he knew exactly what was going on. But he couldn't lie to her. Just as he couldn't lie to all the girls on the island. "It could be that's how the moonpool was created, but it could also be something else entirely. Have you been back there since seeing the tentacle's message?"

The question felt strange leaving his lips. He was talking about a tentacle—an octopus limb to all other scientists—leaving a message. Times like this reminded him just how strange magic could be.

"Yeah, but everything's settled down now without the full moon," she explained. "There's no way of finding out anything else until the next one. And I'm worried that it'll be too late by then. I can't stop thinking about it. I have to do something."

"Then do something," he told her. "If your gut tells you to keep looking into it then keep looking into it. Just try not put too much pressure on yourself. Inspiration strikes when you least expect it."

"You're right," she said. "I'm sure I can figure this out."

He could hear her smiling now.

"Thanks, Lewis. You always know the right thing to say. I've got to go—Kim is yelling about something. I'll talk to you later, okay?"

In the background he could indeed hear Kim complaining. Lewis considered it one of her signature traits. "Okay," he told Cleo, "love you."

"Love you too. Bye."

"Bye."

Taking the phone away from his ear, he pressed the button to end the call. Even though he hadn't gotten the chance to tell Cleo all that was happening here, he still felt better. A bit more relaxed. Somehow, even if they weren't talking about his problems, Cleo always managed to do that for him and he was happy he had been able to ease her worries. Stress never helped to solve any problems.

He should take his own advice.

He would figure out the mermaids' problem. He just had to keep going. Inspiration would find him, one way or another.

A banging on the door made him jump.

"Lewis! Lewis!"

He heard Juliette shout from outside the lab. Had she not read the "Do Not Disturb" sign?

"Lewis!" she called again. "I know you're in there and I know you can hear me! This stupid 'Do Not Disturb' sign doesn't block your ears!"

He should have known she wouldn't abide by his sign. Maybe if he ignored her she'd go away.

"Lewis! Open up!"

She banged on the door some more. It even sounded like she had resorted to kicking it. He wouldn't put it past her to find a way to force herself through the door. She wasn't going to take no for an answer. Thinking he was probably going to regret this, he walked over to let her in.

"Come on, Lewis! This is impor—"

He swung open the door to find a red-faced Juliette.

"—tant," she finished, lowering her volume.

"What?" he asked, perhaps a little too forcefully. But she had been the one shouting at him.

She bit her lip to keep from smiling too big. "I think I found something."

Lewis raised his eyebrows.

Juliette just nodded. "Come on. The magic's not gone. Let me show you."

She grabbed his wrist and dragged him out of the lab. He couldn't help thinking that when inspiration struck, she sure was pushy.

**Juliette POV**

"Maybe it's the wind?" Ella proposed. "There are gusts strong enough to move buildings, a tiny rock a top water shouldn't be difficult."

Juliette had already shown everyone on the island—well, everyone that was left—what she had discovered with the crystals, and no one seemed to know what it meant or how it was connected to them losing their powers. If it was even connected at all.

Marguerite lifted her nose as if smelling the air. "No, the wind is moving East today."

Juliette stifled a giggle. While she couldn't deny that Marguerite's weather-predicting powers weren't useful, she always found the ways she used them a little strange.

"Alright, so it isn't the wind pushing them. What could it be?" Leah asked.

"The wind."

Juliette didn't bother to hide her eye roll. "We just agreed it isn't the wind, Lewis."

Seriously, was he even listening to them? He could at least pretend to be helping the group.

"No, that's not what I mean," Lewis said. "The wind is moving a certain direction. Marguerite said the wind is moving East. What if it's all about direction? What if it's a—"

"Compass," she and Lewis finished at the same time.

Of course. Why hadn't she thought of it before? The spinning, the latching onto the same spot on the lagoon wall. Compasses worked by using magnets to detect the magnetic pole of the Earth. Was it possible that there was some magnet pulling the crystals towards it?

From the smile erupting on Lewis's face, she knew it was entirely possible.

"So what do we do?" Mason asked.

Juliette stared at the lagoon. The crystals had latched onto that wall pretty quickly. Whatever the pull was it had to be strong. And it was probably close.

"We dig," she said. "If we're lucky, whatever's pulling the crystals is right under our feet."

"I'll get the shovels!" Leah exclaimed and raced back up the path. Five minutes later she returned with four shovels.

Juliette, Mason, Leah, and Lewis took turns digging. Juliette had never been a fan of manual labor—she couldn't imagine someone could ever like it—but she was determined. She wanted to figure this out. She wanted her powers back. She needed to be a mermaid again.

So when her arms begged her to stop torturing them, she told them just one more shovel. And then one more after that. And one more after that. She kept moving dirt and sand until Ella finally snatched the shovel out of her hands and started digging herself.

Three hours later they had a hole six feet wide and seven feet deep right on the other side of the lagoon wall.

She would have been proud of their accomplishment…had it not been completely _empty_. She should have known they wouldn't get lucky. They'd found nothing. No big magnetic rock or center or whatever. A big, fat, wad of zilch. They were back to square one.

"What now?" she pouted.

"Maybe we should dig deeper?" Leah proposed.

"I don't think we're going to find anything down there," Mason said as he wiped a bead of sweat off his forehead.

Juliette knew he just didn't want to dig anymore. And she couldn't blame him. She hated the thought of possibly digging for the rest of the night.

She glanced around the group, but no one seemed to have any suggestions. Lewis was especially quiet, even strangely so. He had a frown on his face and his eyes hadn't strayed from the crystals on the wall of the lagoon. She watched his lips move as he whispered something to himself. He bent down and picked up one of the blue crystals sitting in the sand. Just as she had done to show him and everyone else, he tossed the stone into the lagoon.

They all watched again as the crystal floated, spun and latched onto the one wall. It was the same as all the others. But, Juliette noticed, something about it made Lewis's eyes light up.

She stared at him curiously. "Lewis?"

He looked up at her and she could practically see the gears turning in his head. "What was it you said to me when you came to the lab? After you told me you found something?"

"I said that the magic wasn't gone." She didn't understand how this could possibly be important, but she wasn't about to be the wall in his mudslide.

"It's magic," he whispered.

She frowned at him.

"It's magic," he said again, louder so everyone could hear. "It isn't a magnetic force pulling on the crystals. It's a magical one."
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><p><strong>Juliette POV<strong>

Finally. They were getting somewhere…slowly. Not nearly as fast as Juliette would have liked, but at least they were starting to figure out what was wrong. While patience wasn't her strong suit, at least she wasn't as bad as Leah. The girl was bouncing more than the Energizer Bunny. She couldn't understand how Marguerite dealt with her.

She glanced over at Ella, who was secure under Mason's arm. She sometimes wondered how Ella put up with her. She knew she wasn't the calmest person to be around, but she liked to think she was more in control than Leah.

And yet, that didn't mean she wasn't excited. This was their first real lead in weeks. And, in her opinion, the first real contribution Lewis had made since arriving. She probably could have figured out the whole compass thing on her own, but the whole "magical force pulling the crystals?" Yeah, definitely not. While she considered herself in tune with inner mermaidness (for lack of a better word), she fully acknowledged that there was magic out there she would never understand nor did she want to understand.

Unless said magic screwed with her own.

Lewis was still throwing crystals in the lagoon. Every one he found ended up in the water. Between Leah's bouncing and Lewis's plopping, her fingers were eager to start yanking clumps of hair out of both their heads. She watched as Lewis collected a handful of stones and tossed them in the lagoon. Each one spun in circles and was then pulled onto the wall by this magical force. He then straightened up and looked around the group.

"I need a laptop," he said, eyes flitting from person to person.

Juliette was not his errand girl, and neither were the rest of them. If Lewis wanted something, he could go get it himsel—

"I'll go grab one," Leah volunteered, disappearing once again.

Well, at least the bouncing was gone.

Lewis, however, seemed to think there was a need for incessant movement and began pacing while he waited for Leah to return. Juliette wanted Leah to return too—just so she could use the girl's thin limbs to strangle Lewis with.

"Will you stop that?" she demanded as he threw another crystal in the pool. She glared at him. There was excited and then there was little kid excited (and beyond that there was Leah). But Lewis exemplified the latter, minus the endless chatter.

"Stop what?"

"Throwing the crystals, already. We know what happens."

"I'm trying to gage a more direct direction," he said.

She scoffed. "Oh that's real scientific. 'Direct direction?' I thought you were supposed to be smart. Couldn't come up with any other jargon?" She knew she was being mean, but it was easier than letting herself board the train of "what ifs." Because there was always a chance Lewis was wrong and then they'd have to go back to the drawing board. There was also a chance that this—whatever it was—couldn't be fixed. There was a chance she'd never be a mermaid again.

"I am smart," Lewis said simply. "I could have gone into detail, but I didn't think your tiny brain could handle it."

She shot him the dirtiest look she could muster up then glanced over at Ella. Her friend was giving her her own dirty look. She was sure she was about to get a lecture when Leah returned and it was as if the last two minutes were erased from history.

"Here," Leah said, thrusting a sleek laptop Juliette recognized as her own at Lewis. She'd worry about that later.

Leaning over one shoulder, Juliette watched him bring up Google Maps. "Uh, Lewis?" she said, staring at the tiny dot that was the Institute's island. "I know Google's a pretty impressive company, but I'm pretty sure they have yet to track magical things."

In front of her, Lewis let out a long sigh. "Juliette," he said. She could hear him grinding his teeth. She hoped he ground them into dust. "Will you please make yourself useful and find out exactly which direction the stones are being pulled in?"

She didn't like being ordered around, but since this involved her mermaid abilities, she bit her tongue. Whirling around at the rest of the group, she asked, "Does anyone have a compass?"

Sticking his hand in his pocket, Mason pulled out his phone. "There's one on my phone," he said.

"That'll work." She snatched the sleek phone from his hand and unlocked it. Finding the compass, she tilted the phone until it was pointing in the same direction as the stones were being pulled. "220 degrees Southwest," she reported.

"Southwest," Lewis repeated back to her as he leaned in closer to her laptop screen, eyes squinting.

Had this not been so important she would have told him to watch his nose. She didn't want any nose smudges on her screen. But, again, she held her tongue.

While Leah leaned over Lewis's one shoulder, she hovered over the other. With a finger, Lewis traced a line Southwest of the island.

"Maybe something on the Yucatan peninsula is drawing our magic?" she suggested, indicating to a spot on the online map. It was in line with their island.

Lewis shook his head.

"Or it could be further out," Leah said, pointing to spots in the Pacific Ocean, "like one of these islands."

"I think you're right that it's an island drawing the power," Lewis told Leah, "just not any of those." His finger continued along the line, forcing him to zoom out on the map twice. When he hit the Australian coast, he zoomed back in. As the features on the map grew larger, the clearer the spot his finger hovered over became. He stopped zooming once we could read the label over the island.

"I was hoping I'd be wrong," Lewis whispered.

"Mako Island?" Juliette asked as she stared at the map. "What's so special about Mako Island?"

* * *

><p><strong>Lewis POV<strong>

He did his best to explain how Mako Island was where his version of the crystal lagoon was located, how it was where his friends back home got their powers, and how things had gotten weird right before he left. While he talked, he called Cleo three times, but she wasn't picking up. With every unanswered ring he became more and more nervous.

"I don't get it," Leah said. "What's a water tentacle?"

"I don't really understand it either," Lewis admitted as he pressed the button on his phone to call Cleo…again. "It's magic. It looks like the water's come alive, but it only happens on a full moon."

"And that's why we lost our powers on the full moon," Juliette said.

"Most likely." He wasn't really listening to the other girls. Their excitement only seemed to fuel his anxiety. Why wasn't Cleo picking up? Where was she? Something had to be wrong.

"But why is this water tentacle stealing our power?" Leah asked.

"It must be for something important," Ella said.

Juliette picked up another blue stone and threw it in the pool. "Who cares if it's important?" she snapped. "It's our power. I want it back. And what's the deal with these blue crystals?"

Blue crystals? Lewis froze where he stood. Hadn't Cleo mentioned blue crystals when he last talked to her? Yes. She'd said something about them causing a power outage. But she hadn't specified what kind of power outage? An electrical one? A magical one? He had to know. He had to talk to her.

He listened as his phone connected to Cleo's voicemail again. This time, he left a message. "Cleo, it's Lewis. Call me as soon as you get this. It's important. I need you to tell me about the blue crystals you found."

He hung up the phone but he didn't feel any better. Why wasn't she answering? Something was definitely wrong. And he couldn't sit here and wait to find out what. He had to help her. If everything that was happening at AMBI was indeed connected to what was happening back home, then he was in the middle of it all. Yes, he was supposed to be helping the girls here, but, right now, Cleo had to take priority. He had a bad feeling about all this. Whatever Mako needed all this magical power for, it couldn't be good.

It was settled then. He had to get back to Australia.

He was going home.

* * *

><p><em>Also, one last little note: <em>WannabeeAussie_, you were right! Extra points to you! :)_
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><p><strong>Juliette POV<strong>

Juliette knew she shouldn't have trusted that smart-mouthed, egotistical, good-for-nothing scientist. Mermaid expert her ass.

Lewis was leaving. Heading back to Australia.

He claimed his friends were in trouble. She didn't believe him. The mermaids he hung around couldn't be in any more trouble than she, Ella, Leah, and everyone else were if they still had their powers. As long as they still had tails whatever situation they'd gotten themselves into could wait. It'd be one thing if Lewis was going home to find the connection between this Mako Island and the loss of their powers, but ever since he'd left that voicemail about the crystals for his girlfriend, Cleo, he hadn't mentioned the Institute or the magical force or their lack of tails. Not once.

In fact, he barely talked at all. After he'd informed them all that he was going back to Australia, he'd gone to his room to pack all his belongings. His suitcase now sat on the dock, where he paced, phone clutched in one hand, as he waited for Jack to take him back to the mainland.

He was leaving. And that was all the proof she needed to know he didn't care about getting their powers back. He didn't care about them. All this time and they were just a curious problem he'd been asked to solve. He probably thought his time on the island was so much fun. Once he got back to Australia and learned everything was fine with his other friends, she was sure he'd tell them all about what a good time he had at the institute, how he learned so much. He couldn't help them, but that didn't matter because it had been a great experience.

It was up to her now.

"What are you doing?"

Pile of clothes in hand, she turned to face Ella. Putting on a smile, she shrugged. "Just rearranging my drawers," she said. "The way I have them now I can never remember where my shorts are."

Ella eyed her suspiciously for a second before smiling back. "Mason and I are going sailing," she said. "Want to join us?"

She pursed her lips. "Umm, not today. I want to get this sorted out before dinner. Next time?"

Ella nodded. "Sure. I'll see you later."

Juliette watched her best friend disappear out the door and down the path. She hated lying to her. But she knew Ella would never agree with her plan. She'd certainly never let her go alone. If she knew what she was getting into—what to expect in Australia and from the other mermaids—she'd ask Ella to come with her. But she didn't, and she didn't want her best friend getting hurt.

But, if things went her way, there was only one person who was going to get hurt. And that was Lewis. She smiled as she dug a bag out from under her bed and put her stuff in it.

If Lewis wasn't going to get them their powers back then she would. Even if it meant traveling halfway around the world. She'd bought a one way ticket to the land down under and didn't plan on returning to the Institute until her powers were returned. Hell, if she succeeded, she'd swim back to Florida.

**Lewis POV**

This time, when he crossed the Pacific, the plane ride actually felt like the longest one ever. He knew he should take the time to get some sleep, but his brain wouldn't let him. Thoughts of Cleo, Mako, blue crystals, the water tentacle, Rikki and Bella, full moons, the girls at AMBI, and much more never left his mind.

When the stewardess reminded the passengers to power down all cell phones and other electronic devices, Lewis felt actual pain in his chest. Cleo still hadn't called him back. He'd tried Rikki and Bella on the way to the airport, but neither of them had answered. Honestly, considering it was nearly four in the morning back home, he didn't blame them. But Cleo…Cleo would have answered, no matter what time it was.

This knowledge, coupled with all the other problems resting on his shoulders, kept him from getting even a minute of sleep the entire trip. He put headphones in and listened to music, watched the available movies, and ate the provided meals, but he felt like he was doing these things in a daze. If someone were to ask him what songs he listened to or what movies he watched, he wouldn't have been able to name one.

The only scenes he could remember were the ones that played over and over in his head. Like the one where the water tentacle took Cleo, dragging her out into the open ocean while she cried for his help. Or the one where Cleo, Rikki, and Bella lost their powers like the girls at AMBI and they all blamed him for it. Or the worst one of them all: the one where he didn't make it time, scrambling down the land entrance to the moonpool only to find Cleo's lifeless body floating on the water's surface.

They were his worst nightmares—and any one of them could come true.

The stewardess walked down the aisle collecting trash. Leaning over his armrest, Lewis asked, "Excuse me? Could you tell me how much longer until we land?"

She smiled politely at him as she stowed his fellow passenger's used cup and napkin in the garbage bag. "We'll arrive in about an hour, sir."

"Thank you," he said. The stewardess moved on. He was about to lean back in his chair when a sharp movement several rows in front of him caught his eye. Someone had been watching him. But who? Why? He swore, if Leah had followed him again…

"That girl up there must think you're cute."

Lewis jumped so hard his knees hit the tray on the seat in front of him.

"Juliette," he growled as he hastily rubbed at his new bruises. "What are you doing here?"

She shot him a sidelong glance as she slid into the empty seat across the aisle. "What do you think I'm doing here?"

He didn't answer. He was in no mood to humor her.

She rolled her eyes and sighed. "You seemed to forget the reason we brought you to the Institute." Lowering her voice, she leaned over. "Since we don't have our powers back, you're not off the hook. I decided to tag along to make sure you remembered that."

He studied her. She was definitely trying to intimidate him, but he wasn't about to let her know it was working. Of course he hadn't forgotten about the other mermaids. Aside from Cleo, they were at the front of his mind. But having Juliette "tag along" wasn't exactly going to help matters.

"Does your grandmother know you're here?" he asked.

She turned back to face the front of the plane, but didn't say anything.

"I didn't think so. What about Ella? Or Leah?" Still no answer. He narrowed his eyes at her. "Does _anyone_ know you're here?"

The nervous glance in his direction was all it took to confirm his suspicions. Juliette had followed him—going so far as to board a plane currently taking her to the other side of the world—of her own accord. That was it. She was completely insane. Or maybe just really desperate.

He closed his eyes and sighed. "Look, Juliette," he whispered, "I can't pretend to know what you're going through. I've never had any powers myself, but I've seen what they've done for my friends. I've seen how they've made my girlfriend a stronger person and how they've brought us all closer together. I may not know what it's like to swim with a tail but I get that it's more than that. My life would be completely different if I hadn't seen Cleo in that pool, and, despite how sick with worry I feel right now, I wouldn't change what happened. Those powers—that magic," he amended, "changed my life for the better. I don't want to live without it either. So, in a way, I do know how you feel."

She stared up at him and swallowed hard.

He leaned in closer. "And I promise you, Juliette—no matter what it takes—I will get you your tail back."

Biting her lip, she nodded once before resting her head back against her seat. He faced forward once more too, repeating his words in his head. He meant every one.

They sat the remaining forty-five minutes in silence.

When the plane landed, he let Juliette be the rude and obnoxious person he knew she was. He followed closely behind her, muttering apologies to the other passengers, as she pushed and jabbed her way down the aisle until they were the first people off the plane. Once in the terminal, he turned on his phone. He had one missed call and a voicemail. Cleo.

His fingers couldn't move fast enough. He clicked the play button and put the phone to his ear.

"Hi, Lewis. I..umm…got your message. And before I say anything else, I want you to know I love you. The moonpool showed us a comet. It's headed straight for Earth, but Rikki, Bella, and I, we can stop it. It's what the water tentacle's been trying to tell us all along. I'd say not to worry about me, but I know you will. I'll be okay though. I promise I'll make it to graduation tomorrow. I'll call you when it's all over, okay? Love you, bye."

No no no no no. She couldn't—she wouldn't—he had to find her. Now. He had less than an hour before the night's full moon.

Before he could even attempt to call her, his phone went off. He didn't bother to look at the screen, immediately accepting the call.

"Cleo?"

"Nope. It's Leah."

"Leah?"

"Leah?" Juliette repeated, grabbing his arm and trying to listen in. "What's she calling for?"

He tried to shake her off, but Juliette wouldn't budge.

"Uh-huh." On the other end of the phone, Leah sounded awfully bubbly. Even more so than usual. "I just called to thank you, Lewis."

"Thank me?" He felt like a broken record. "For what?"

"For whatever you did that got us our powers back."

His heart dropped to the pit at her words.

"You—you have your powers back?" he asked.

"Yup," Leah said happily. "So, whatever you did, it worked. We'd still be tail-less without you. Thanks."

Lewis wasn't sure if he was breathing, or if he even had a heart left in his chest to beat. Stunned, he said the only thing that came to mind. "You're welcome."

"Seriously, we owe you so much. If you ever need a favor, just call, okay?"

"Okay."

"Bye, Lewis."

"Bye."

He pulled the phone away from his ear, feeling as if he was moving in slow motion. Or underwater. Juliette, however, was not so sluggish.

"Lewis, talk to me." She snapped her fingers in front of his face. He had no idea how long she'd been trying to get his attention. "What did Leah say?"

"Their powers are back." But how? He hadn't done anything. He hadn't even talked to Cleo or the others. Which meant something had happened.

"Our powers are back?" Juliette asked, excitement brewing behind her hope.

"I guess," he said, not really paying her much attention.

Something had happened to trigger the release of the stolen magic, allowing it to flow back along its current to the Crystal Lagoon and its original owners. But what? The comet hadn't arrived yet. Whatever had happened, he had a bad feeling about it. He hoped Cleo was okay.

"Come on," Juliette said as she dragged Lewis through the crowded airport. He pressed the button on his phone to call Cleo. Glancing once around the area, Juliette shoved Lewis through a door. Cleo didn't answer. Too late did he realize it was the door to the women's lavatory.

Balking at her, he asked, "Juliette? What are we doing? I'm not supposed to be in here!"

"Oh hush," she said as she locked the main door and proceeded to check every stall for an occupant. The restroom was empty except for them. "I have to make sure it's true."

She held her hand under the motion sensor facet until a steady stream of water ran over her skin. Then, she waited. Seconds passed. Lewis counted them in his head. When he got to ten, tiny bubbles or sparkles or whatever they were, covered Juliette's body. She flopped onto the tile floor, tail strewn out behind her.

She was a mermaid again.

Not good. Still, it was only one problem solved. Smiling like he would if he discovered a new fish species and got to name it, Juliette dried off, her legs reappearing. But he didn't have time for celebrations. Now it was his turn to grab Juliette's arm and drag her through the airport.

"Where are we going?" she asked.

He weaved through the crowds, being sure to keep a firm grip on Juliette's wrist. "We have to find Cleo and the others. I need to know what's going on."

Mercifully, Juliette didn't argue with him. She even offered to grab their luggage while he hailed a taxi. In the car, she jotted down Cleo, Rikki, Bella, and even Will's phone number so they could take turns calling them in hopes that one of them might get through.

He had to find out what was happening. And he had to do that before the full moon. He checked his watch—he'd already reset it to Australian time—but he was too late. The full moon was up.

He tried Cleo over and over again, but her phone only connected him to her voicemail. It was same with Rikki, Bella and Will. A glance over at Juliette and he could tell her luck was as rotten as his.

For the first time since leaving Australia, he actually regretted accepting the AMBI scholarship. If he hadn't flown to Florida—if he hadn't left—then he wouldn't be in the dark right now. And he'd be able to make sure Cleo was safe.

"Hello?"

Juliette's voice yanked him from his inner thoughts.

"Is this Will?"

He grabbed the phone from her. "Will? Are you there? It's Lewis."

"Le-wis?" Will repeated back, his voice cutting in and out of the call.

"Will, where are the girls? What's happening at Mako?"

"Sophie and Ryan de—stroyed the moonpool. The wall that the water tentacle came from—they bl—up. It's gone," Will tried to explain through their bad connection. Lewis wanted to know but he didn't have time to wonder who Ryan was. "But, Lewis, there's a co—"

"A comet, I know," he said.

"Yeah. It's headed for us. The girls, they think they can stop it."

"Without the water tentacle?"

Even with the horrible reception, he could hear Will's nerves through the phone. "They said they'd find a way."

"Okay, thanks Will. Call me if you hear from them?"

"I will."

He hung up just as the taxi driver dropped them in front of Rikki's cafe. He didn't wait for Juliette to pay the man or for her to get out of the car. He couldn't wait. Cleo couldn't wait. He had to get to Mako—to the moonpool. He bolted down the dock towards his small boat, listening to the staccato of his and Juliette's pounding steps.

"Umm, Lewis?" she asked from behind him.

"What is it? We have to get to Mako." He reached the end of the dock and moved to untie his boat.

When she didn't answer him, he turned. She was staring up at the sky. He looked up, following her gaze, and spotted the comet. Coming right towards them.

This wasn't good. It was entering the atmosphere. The comet was burning, but not fast enough. At the rate it was hurdling towards them, the size of the comet would still create a catastrophic impact. It would be as bad as the meteor that killed the dinosaurs, maybe even worse.

Lewis watched as a stream of bright light shot out into the sky. He raised a hand to keep it from blinding him. The light was beautiful and strong. And he knew exactly where it was coming from: Mako Island.

The light pulsed and hit the oncoming comet, sending it in a different direction, away from Earth. Staring at the fading comet, he collapsed on the dock in relief. It was okay. They were safe. He didn't know how but he knew Cleo, Rikki, and Bella had saved them.

Beside him, Juliette whispered, breaking the shocked silence. "That was why they needed our powers."

Lewis didn't know if she was talking to him or just speaking in general. It didn't matter. He knew she finally understood what happened—what had been at stake.

He nodded. "They needed to save the world."

* * *

><p><strong>Epilogue: Lewis<strong>

The next morning, Lewis found himself back on the beach of his super-secret fishing spot. Only this time, he was accompanied by a different mermaid.

"You're not serious, are you?" he asked for what he knew was the fifth time.

"I'm dead serious," Juliette said, not even cracking a smile.

"You're going to swim all the way back to Florida?"

She rolled her eyes. "Yes, Lewis."

He should have trusted his gut when it came to this girl. She was most definitely insane.

"But that's like 15,000 kilometers!"

"If you're trying to tell me it's a far swim, you can save your breath, I already know it's far."

He pulled out his phone to check the time. "Then why risk it?"

She shrugged. "Because I don't see it as a risk," she said. "I see it as fun—as time for me to reconnect with my mermaidness."

"Mermaidness?"

"It's a working title."

Lewis grit his teeth. He really didn't like this idea. But he also knew he had no way of stopping Juliette. "Stay clear of sharks."

"Of course."

"And you can't be seen."

She heaved a sigh. "I know, Lewis."

"Just…be careful," he warned her.

"Don't worry. I will." She smiled at him. "If it makes you feel any better, I'll try to stop on a few islands to call and check in."

He nodded. "Please do."

Her sweet smile transformed into a normal wry one. "But no promises."

He watched as she walked into the water, pushing her way past the breaking waves.

When she was waist deep, she turned back to him. "Bye, Lewis. I'd say see you again, but, no offense, I really hope not."

He chuckled. "Goodbye, Juliette."

Then her legs changed into her mermaid tail and she disappeared beneath the water. He watched the spot she'd vanished from for another couple seconds before pulling out his phone to check the time again. He had someplace to be.

Standing at the top of the stairs, Lewis surveyed the aftermath of the graduation ceremony. He found Cleo standing with Rikki, Bella, and Will. Right where he expected her to be. All of them were chatting and smiling. Just seeing their faces, he knew he was home.

Rikki spotted him first, endearing confusion etching its way across her face. Pointing in his direction, she said something to Cleo. Cleo turned and that was all it took for his heart to melt. Hand over her mouth, a smile bleeding through—it was everything he'd hoped it'd be. She was so beautiful, so incredible. If he'd heard correctly he wasn't the only budding scientist from the school.

A mermaid and a scientist. Who'd have thought? But he really shouldn't have been so surprised. Magic and science, like any relationship, had their bumps in the road, but, by the end of the journey, they'd found a way to work together.

A laugh escaped her as she waved her diploma at him. Lewis smiled wide. Yeah, Cleo was pretty amazing. All the mermaids were, but Cleo—well, she was special. And he couldn't wait to see what adventures they'd encounter next.

_The End_


End file.
